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THE INVISIBLE BKIDGE. 

Among the pleasant memories of personal contact 
with the Liberator of the Two Sicilies, none rise 
so viTidly before my mind as the early morning 
rides about Palermo and its neighbourhood during 
the month that elapsed between the taking of that 
city and the battle of Milazzo. The organiza- 
tion of the Army of the South, State affairs, 
adjusting municipal quarrels, calming the trop de 
zUe of political friends, disarming the malice of 
political foes — such were the occupations of the day, 
and they left the Dictator weary enough at night : for 
to his simple solitude-loYing nature the constant din 

1 
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of eager voices was in itself a severe trial of patience. 
But the dawn ever found him fresh and radiant. A 
cup of coffee and to horse, accompanied by such of 
his aides as were not on active service, and thus we 
made acquaintance with Palermo and its environs. 

One morning we visited the Castellamare, which 
the people of Palermo, in accordance with a dicta- 
torial decree, were demolishing with hearty good- 
will. Encouraged by the priests, who did not 
hesitate to denounce the Pope as " antichrist," the 
Bourbons as "iassassins," while Garibaldi was the 
'^messenger of God," that gigantic fabric, with its 
ample barracks and magazines, its hideous prisons 
where political offenders, including the seven hostages 
of the 6th of April, had been confined; that fortress, 
the terror of the Palermitans, as St. Elmo of the 
Neapolitans, was melting like a snow-giant in the 
sun, at the bidding of the Liberator. Hundred^ of 
eager hands were demolishing the ramparts, hurling 
down the ruins into the deep wide ditch. 

" And they say that these southern people are 
indolent," exclaimed the General, as we reined up 
our horses on the town-side of the castle to watch 
their proceedings. 
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Frequent were the morning visits paid to the con- 
vents, in which the city and its environs abound. 
The nuns had been severe sufferers by the bombardr 
ment ; the convents of St. Catherine and of Martorana 
were one mass of ruins, and several others were 
partially damaged. Nevertheless the romantic figure 
of Garibaldi had turned the heads of the saintly 
sisterhood, who were one and all pioufily enamoured 
of him. Not a day passed but offerings of candied 
fruits, preserves, syrups, sweetmeats, cotogmite, bocche 
di damay arrived at the Dictator's residence, arranged 
in curiously- wrought baskets, interspersed with arti- 
fiicial flowers, filigree work, embroidered handkerchiefs 
and banners, accompanied by inscriptions in gold 
letters on white satin, of which the following is a 
specimen : — 

*' To thee, Giuseppe ! Saint and hero t Mighty 
as St. George ! Beautiful as the seraphim I Forget 

not the nuns of , who love thee tenderly ; who 

pray hourly to Santa Rosalia that she may watch over 
thee in thy sleeping and thy waking hours ! " 

One morning, in accordance with a previous invi- 
tation, we visited the famous convent of , outside 

the Porta Nuova. The lady abbess met us at the 

\— ^ 
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yestibaley and taking the General by the hand, led the 
way to the refectory, where the tables spread for 
breakfast resembled a fancy fair — sugar castles, 
cupolas, temples, palaces and domes ; and in the 
centre a statue of Garibaldi, in sugar. The patient 
ingenuity of the nuns must have exhausted itself in 
the ornamental department of that sumptuous repast. 
With the exception of one or two venerables and a 
few middle-aged, all the nuns were young, most of 
them of noble birth. As the General entered, the 
tress-shorn maidens clustered round him with timo- 
rous and agitated mien, but the benign and smiling 
countenance of the far-famed captain, the manners of 
the perfeA gentleman which are so essentially his, 
reassured them at once. 

"How beautiful," exclaimed one. "He is the 
image of Nostro Signore,^^ whispered another; while 
a third, in the heat of her enthusiasm, seized his 
hand and kissed it ; he withdrew it, and she, spring- 
ing on his neck, impressed a fervent kiss upon his 
lips. Her audacity proved contagious ; it spread to 
her young companions, then to the middle-aged, to 
the venerables, and finally to the abbess, who at first 
seemed scandalized. We stood by, spectators ! 
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In the conrse of a month the General had visited 
nearly all the convents and charitable establishments* 
But it was not always an affair of kisses and sngar- 
plums. His aim was to penetrate the hitherto inviolable 
mysteries of those anti-social institutions : to discover 
and punish peculation, redress hidden wrongs, soothe 
misery, and by a stroke of the dictatorial pen put an 
end to abuses which long years of oppression had sanc- 
tioned. Many a victim of parental avarice or ambition 
found in him an instrument of providential justice. 

I think I have never seen him more deeply moved 
than during a visit to a female Foundling Hospita!, 
where several hundred children were immured. From 
their own lips he heard the piteous story of their 
daily sufferings, tasted the mouldy bread, the yet 
more loathsome soup, while the foul odour that 
pervaded the rooms, the filthy rags that hung on 
the emaciated frames of the helpless creatures whose 
misfortune was visited on them as a crime, their 
haggard faces, the dilated pupils of theur eyes, set 
the seal of truth on their harrowing stories. I saw 
the General's eye fill with tears as he stood in the 
midst of that group of misery, clinging to his knees, 
to his sword, to his hands ; and when the brutal guar- 



6 THE BED SHIBT. 

diaas attempted to explain or excuse their conduct, 
<m^ glance of terriUe Bcom flashing upon the speaker 
silenced him more effectnally than any spoken words. 

LeaTing two of his aides to purchase food for the 
day, then to inyestigate and report, Garibaldi mounted 
his horse in silence, and we in silence followed. As 
we neared the Porta Nnova, he turned to the l£&, and 
keeping on the outside of the oily wall we crossed the 
spacious Piazza d'Arme, which extends from the 
eastern side of the city up to the foot of Motmt San 
Pellegrino, and entered the shady ayenne of the royal 
gardens — delta Favorita. The roll of drums, ^and a 
cry of Galibardo ! Oalfbardo ! echoed from the under- 
wood, whence issued helter-skelter a swarm of b©y« 
in red cotton shirts, out at elbow, barefoot, and for 
the moi^ part bareheaded. It should be said that as 
soon as he entered Pal^mo, the General ordered one 
of his old comrades of Montevideo to collect as many 
boys as he could and drill them. The piazza was the 
theatre of their daily mancBUvres, the ex-royal garden 
serving «6 a cool retreat for their hours of repose. 

Major Bodi, whose left hand lost in the Monte- 
Tidean campaign was replaced by a wooden one, now 
came galloping along the front ^of his impish legion. 
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sfaoutiDg, Etfe& right! dress! then Teining up his 
horse he said, — "General! at dawn a hundred 
bar^bers, got together with no small diffieolty, came 
down to the fiea-shore and shasred the boys' heads ; then 
I had them weU soaped and dipped — :they swim like 
fishes. Now, one can approach them without danger.^' 

At this piece of information <3taribaldi Isxarst out 
laughing, — =" How many boys haye you collected ? " 
he asked. 

^^ Nearly two thousaoad. With the h^ of the 
three taris (about one shilling,) we shaH ha¥e all 
the progeny ^of PaJermo." 

" My oommissary-general grumbles sadly at the 
three taxis, but I teU him that no benefit we can 
confer on these brave islanders can equal tibat of 
making solders of their sons." 

'" And soldiers they will iMke, -Gteneral ! and we 
shall haTO a regiment fit for figiiting m it trice.*' So 
saying, the major galloped off to incite his boys to a 
farther exhibition of their attainments, while the 
<3tenerd, ticming to me, said, — 

** None of these poor children can either read or 
write ; I wiish yaa would set on foot a school for them.** 

" TTith an my heart. General ! " 
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" Think over it, and come up to the Pavilion 
with the plan," 

On the morrow, having completed a rough plan 
for a military college, I went to the Pavilion, to 
submit it to the General. No one who has visited 
Palermo since 1860 but will have been conducted by 
the complaisant cicerone to the elegant cupola-crowned 
edifice, built over the Porta Nuova, at the end of the 
ample terrace which forms the left wing of that mul- 
tiform mass of buildings styled the " Eoyal Palace oi 
the Normans." That lofty isolated Pavilion, whose 
western gallery sustained by marble columns over- 
looks Via Toledo, while the eastern gallery com- 
mands a view of the grand semicircle of Monreale, 
the poet's Conca d'Oro, was the Dictator's residence 
in Palermo. The interior is composed of a large 
hall and two small oblong rooms. In the one over- 
looking Monreale slept the General, in the other his 
secretary ; four beds, hidden by four screens in the 
four comers of the hall, were occupied by the four 
officers on duty ; the remainder of the staflf occupied 
the palace proper. I could see the Dictator pacing 
up and down the front gallery talking to an officer 
of the American navy, and nothing loth I joined the 
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merry crowds of Garibaldians, officers of the Sar- 
dinian, English, and American navies, and Paler- 
mitan ladies, who, as usual at the sunset hour, 
thronged the terrace and eastern gallery. Through- 
out the months of June and July the smile of victory, 
the miraculous stories of the recent battles fought 
and won, the unrivalled beauty of the scene, the 
intoxicating perfumes wafted from the surrounding 
gardens, the radiant countenance of the victor, 
enthralled us. Garibaldi, in his pavilion, was a 
magician. Faith in the future igras boundless ; the 
passage to Naples, the entry into Bome, the storming 
of Verona, were spoken of as certainties ere the 
winter should set in. The place, the time, the 
events, produced a sort of delicious ecstasy which 
annihilated distances and transfigured facts. Nor 
was this a mere effect of the southern temperament, for 
English officers shared those emotions, those illu- 
sions, those errors of enthusiasm, with the most 
romantic maidens of Palermo. And even now, when 
four disenchanting years have swept away belief and 
hope, there are times when I seem to stand upon 
that terrace, spell-bound still, believing in the reality 
of the future which thence arose to view. 
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On the day ©f whida I speak I found Major 

Moi^o, the commander of the Genoese Carabineers, 

« 

among the throng, and was pacmg up and down 
with him, urging him to accept in his ranks Captain 
UngareQi, who to his command in the regnlar army 
preferred serving as a private in iihat diosen corps, 
when one of the aides on^ gt^crd told me that eight 
young men were helow demanding urgently to see 
me. '' Let them pass," I answered, and the major 
•added, laughingly, " One would think that, * The staff 
holds its levies on the terrace,' was posted on the 
walls, everybody comes here to find anybody." 

As he spoke, eight men, varying apparently from 
twenty to thirty years of age, advanced with vacil- 
lating steps. Hollow-^ed and hagpa*4, their beards 
of a week's growth enhanced the fdcMy nv^om^ss of 
their i&ces, where deep lines were ploughed «o pre- 
maturely that it was evident they had 'undergone 
•great mental or physical sufferings. Their eyes 
wandered vaguely from group to group, they seemed 
to gaze wil^ut seeing. 

*' Who can th^ be ? I don^t know any of them," 
I whispered to the major ; }>ut they evid^itly knew me, 
for they hastened forward with a smile of ai600gnitio&% 
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^ Don't you know us ? are we then so changed ?** 
ikey exdaimed in a breath, evidently hurt at my 
hesitation and apparent eoldness. ^*Your signora 
knew us at once : we found her at the hospital ; she 
sent us here to you.^' 

" And voo «cia," said one, addressing the major 
in Genoese, *'have you forgotten Bizzo, or Sant- 
andrea, as Sdo Carlo used to eaU Mm ? " 

The major flushed oyer with yisible emotion, not 
at the name of Santandxea, but at the vision of his 
own young brother Carlo lying dead at Calatafimi. 

^* We come from the galleys of Favigna»a,*' Baid 
the first speaiker, relisetantly abandoning the hope of 
recognition, •''•On the 22nd June, 1857, you accom- 
panied Pisaeasie on l^oard the CagUa/riy and in the 
haiibour of Oanoa shook hands with us, saying, ^ to 
noeet again fioon.' M was but tlnree years ago ! " 

We started. Could this, then, be the remnant of 
that band of heroes who abandoned home and friends 
and liberty in the hope of fredng Naples from the 
Bourbon yoke ? One by one we embraced liiem with 
mingled sensations of sorrow, joy, and shame, I 
knew them now. 

Many questions wer« im^^ and answered; 2SeA 
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for the first time we gathered the true history of the 
fated expedition. At length I summoned courage to 
ask if any of them had seen Colonel Pisacane fall. 

No one ! Each gave a different version. One 
affirmed that after the last deadly struggle, when the 
inhabitants aided the Urban Guards to massacre the 
men who came to free them, for the sake of the gold 
with which they paid their way, two bodies were dis- 
covered which were supposed to be those of the two 
leaders, but they were so mutilated that it was im- 
possible to distinguish one from the other. When 
I recalled the fair hair and blue dancing eyes of 
Carlo Pisacane, the olive complexion, black eyes and 
hair and beard of Giovanni Falcone, I shuddered at 
the idea of what that mutilation must have been. 
Then, too, the sad certainty that both were lost to 
us for ever was brought home to our hearts, and we 
felt that we had been hoping against hope. 

" What can I do for you ? " I asked, anxious to 
dispel the gloom that was gathering over us all. 

*' Procure an entry for us into the corps of the 
Genoese Carabineers and present us to Garabaldi." 

" Scio Antonio is the commander of the corps," 
I said, turning to my companion. 
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A look of glad surprise came over them as they 
gave the military salute, and fell into the position 
of '' attention." 

The major could not resist their eagerness, and 
then and there enrolled them in the most famous 
corps of the thousand of Marsala. As I saw Gari- 
baldi taking leave of the American officer, I hastened 
to tell him that the surviving companions of Pisacane 
wished to be presented to him. 

" Bring them in. How many are they ?" he asked. 
They entered ; he pressed their hands one after the 
other : their lips trembled ; they could not speak. 

" This," he said, turning to me, *' is a type of 
human life. We,, whom fortune favoured with vic- 
tory, lodge in royal palaces; these brave fellows, 
because conquered, are buried in the vaults of Favi- 
gnana ; yet the cause, the undertaking, the audacity, 
was identical." 

" But the time was not so well chosen nor the 
popularity of the leader so great," I replied. 

" The first honours are due to Pisacane ; he led 
the way, and these brave fellows were our pioneers," 
said the General, as he laid his arm caressingly on 
the shoulder of the nearest. 
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His look, his tone^ his ongnidging admiration of 
their beloved chief, seemed to electrify the men. All 
traces of the prison atmosphere disappeared; they 
felt themselves patriots and soldiers once more. 
Ordering food to be spread for them in the dining 
hall, the General gave each of them a few scndi, and 
dismissed them, bidding me come tO' his bedroom 
as soon as I had seen his order executed, 

I found him on my return stretched on his little 
iron bed, his elbow on the pillow, his head upon his 
hand, evidently lost in thought. At the foot of the 
bed stood a small table, covered with papers, which 
served as his desk ; in the opposite comer a basin 
and ewer ; on the drawers a whip, or rather a slip of 
black leather, rolled up at one end to form a handle ; 
a wide-awake, a bandanna, a sword, and a box of 
cigars. A Mexican saddle, which served for a bed 
in the camp, hung over the back of a chair ; a second 
chair completed the furniture of the carpetless room. 

'* Sit down and smoke," said the Gteneral ; *^ that 
box contains cigars from Nice ; they are all that 
remain to me of my poor country." Then with 
true Ligurian economy, he broke one in halves and 
began to whiff in silence. 
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" We must provide for those brave feUows/' he 
said, at length. 

** General ! they have asked for admission into 
the Genoese Carabineers, and Mosto has accepted 
them." 

*' Davvero ? Sempre i soliti straccioni ! " Then 
after a pause, — ** Have you drawn up the plan for our 
school?" 

I handed him my rough plan for a mili- 
tary college for the whole of Sicily, capable of 
receiving 9,00(> pupils, to be boaa-ded, lodged, and 
educated gratuitously. He approved the project, 
but wished that the college should be adapted to 
6,000 pupils. 

"Organize it immediately — don't lose a mo- 
ment," he said, with animation. 

" Very good. General; but remember that I came 
to fight. Will you allow me to do this work gra- 
tuitously, and to follow you when you march ? " 

" Yes ; but you must work vigorously." 

" In 'order to do that, I must depend on are 
alone ; if each step must await ministerial appro- 
bation, work that could be done in days will take as 
many months." 
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Without replying, he took up a sheet of paper 
and wrote as follows : — 

Command-in-Chief op the National Abmt. 

Palermo, June 24, 1860. 
SiONOR A. M. is by me authorized and ordered to organize the 
military college. For said organization he is to be supplied with all 
necessaiy means. 

G. Garibaldi. 

Furnished with this mandate I took my leave. 

On the morrow the Foundling Hospital for male 
children outside the Porta Macqueda, endowed with 
an annual income of seventeen thousand ducats, was, 
by a dictatorial decree, turned into a military college, 
to the delight of the sixty boys, who found them- 
selves transformed into little soldiers. 

From the raw material collected by Major Eodi, I 
chose my first battalion of boys, varying from four- 
teen to seventeen years of age ; these I clothed, fed, 
and lodged in the ex-hospital. So enthusiastic was 
the General about the boy-college, that assistance 
poured in on every side. Officers from the famous 
thousand of Marsala ; doctors, lawyers, judges, and 
students who had enlisted as volunteers in the bands 
that now swarmed down on Sicily from Upper Italy, 
proffered their services as teachers, or as non-com- 
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missioned officers. This educated iBtelligence, com- 
bined with energy, was precisely adapted to tame the 
Tiyacions, impetaons, semi-harbarons elements with 
which we had to deal. 

I contented myself with a complete conrse of 
elementary military edacatLon, reserving the superior 
branches for a later period. The conrse concluded, 
it would depend on the way in which the pupils 
passed their examinations, whether they left the col- 
lege with commissions. The only terms of entrance 
were the birth registers and medical certificate. The 
schools were soon opened by competent masters, and 
in less than a month proceeded with all the regu- 
larity of old establishments. Drill, gymnastics, fenc- 
ing, and target-shooting, kept the boys employed 
from dawn to sunset, and it was wonderful how soon 
the gamins oi Palermo, many of them corrupt, all 
impatient of rule, were transformed into orderly and 
intelligent scholars. 

I appointed Major Bodi commander of the first 
battalion. During his long residence in the back- 
woods of America, ever at war with nature or the 
soldiers of Bosas, he had acquired certain looks, 
gestures, and movements suggestive of wild Indians. 

2 
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Some of his cries durmg drill, resembMng' tlie cries^ 
of oertiain< animals^ used to ^t my teeth on edge. 
BSb paternal tenderness for his piccoU dia/voli, em' he 
called the boys, was exceedingly touching, though 
once off parade, by no means conducive to discipline. 
Often after the reports made every evening by the 
captains of each company, I was compelled to con- 
denui' one or tsm of the boys to one, two, even five 
dayff of iMfprisonment. He would fidget, cough, 
ratfle his wooeten hand against his swordi^ in order to 
attract the attention of the informers. 

** Signor Maggiore^ I beg of you to let the officers 
do-flieir duty." 

^^ Sign(»r Comandante, you cannot suppose that 1 

wwdd' hinder them ? I only meant Poor little 

wretdbes ! five days' imprisonment during tins heat. 
But I ask pardon." 

One diay on visiting the prison, I surprised him 
in the act of handing up cakes to the prisoners on the 
point of hi» sword. 

*' Signor Comandante," he said, looking much 
embarrassed, *^ I am bringing the delinqi»nt» to 
reason." 

"At the sword's point, major?" 
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" Ghe vaole ! I found a cake in my pocket : they 
are such little gourmands ! '* 

Mjr visit was* most opportune^ as I found that the 
piccoli diavoli had broken the door, and were pre- 
paring f6r flight. 

"What muscles! what sinews-!" exclaimed the 
major, calling my attention to the aesthetic side of the 
misdemeanor. "They are as strong as Bedouins>" 
and he bestowed an afTectionate thump on the nearest. 

I ordered them all to be handcuffisd ; in Tain the^ 
major looked appei^gly into my face. I ordered ihe 
guard to be redoubled, and ttEmed on my heel'. Ete 
followed, shaking his fist at the delinquents, a»muflli 
as to afi^; How could you get into a scrape out oi 
which I can't extricate you ? Then, in w stentorian 
Toice, he ofdiBred the sentinel to keep them iix sight,, 
and winking at the corporal, emptied his pockets, of 
the remaining^ cakes, and made a sign to him to- dis- 
tribute them among the prisoners. The corporal^ 
doubtless in the interests of low and order, ato the 
cakes himself. I saw all- thi& unseen, so took no 
notice. On parade, however, the major was- inexor* 
able; in a month his battalion mamBUvred like^ a 
corps of veterans; The- winning goednesff which 
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sparkled on his bronzed and ragged face like a vein 
of gold in a block of quartz^ tamed those volcanic 
natures as no mere disciplinarian could have done. 

But despite all our pains, three or four boys were 
missing every morning at the muster. The vagabond 
liberty to which they had been accustomed all their 
lives, rendered the restrictions of the college irksome 
to many, and the remembrance of the tre tari, which 
of late they had been accustomed to receive, and for 
which their needy parents prudently hovered near at 
pay-time, sharpened the pangs of captivity, while the 
thought of the companions who still received that 
sum filled them with a sense of injustice. The col- 
lege is a vast quadrilateral, built round a stone-paved 
court. The kitchen, refectory, magazines, schools, 
and offices are on the ground-floor, the upper story 
being divided into dormitories. At night, scrambling 
up on each other's shoulders, they managed to reach 
the lofty windows, where, using their sheets for ropes, 
they dropped into the street, ran home to change 
their Garibaldi uniform for their native rags, and pre- 
sented themselves on the morrow to the recruiting 
officer to receive the tre tart. 

In order to deliver them from temptation, I 
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gathered the remainiiig thousand into the convent of 
S. Polo, which by another dictatorial decree had been 
annexed to the college, and hurried on the organiza- 
tion of the second battalion. With the aid of a 
corporal's guard, kindly famished by Colonel Dunne, 
placed at the gate and at the four angles of the col- 
lege, I hoped to have put a stop to further desertions. 
Colonel Dunne was an Englishman empowered by 
the General to form a brigade of Sicilians, and, 
anticipating a speedy renewal of hostilities, he was 
straining every nerve to fill up the vacancies. Seated 
in a chair in the middle of the esplanade adjoining 
the college, dressed in a suite of Indian silk, he 
drilled his troops with admirable patience and energy. 
They were all dressed in white, he having persuaded 
the head of the commissariat to purchase a magazine 
fdU of ex-Bourbon uniforms at the modest price of 
eight francs per soldier. His admiration for my 
first battalion was unbounded ; '* the martial aspect, 
the precise movements, the precocious physical deve- 
lopment of those * dear boys * was wonderful ; " he 
was deUghted that his men should assist in guarding 
that " gem of a college." 

One morning, as we returned from the manoeuvring 



:22 TBE 4SED BHIBT. 

lpnoiin4> and CKOSsed ibee^plaiiade^ onr <ba]id Bteofik 
up, Gtod save ihe Queen^ whioh tbey had just learned. 
At midday the colonel .redoubled the gaard. We 
ontYied each other in conrteey. Still the defiertions 
isontinued. 

A few days later I recognised in the white uni- 
formed Bentry one of the deserters. 

" How came you here ? " I ariied. 

He blushed, and hesitated. 

" Speak out ! " I said, seizing him by the collar. ^ 

*' Signer Comandante ! the sentinel sent here^by 
MUordo told me that under Milordo I should go 
sooner to the wars with Galibardo, and ,he took me 
to the barracks." 

*' How many of your companions ihave followed 
your example ? " 

**Ever so many, Signer Comandante, but I 
don't know their names.'* 

I had been guarding the windows, and my " dear 
boys " went out under my nose at the doors. 

I dismissed the guard, and the desertions ceased^ 
especially as the boys began to see an honourable and 
lucrative career opening out before them. Doubtless, 
Milordo the colonel thought that the '' dear boys '* 
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easQB to him legitimatdy ; .he restored one or two> 
theiToatihadfOhflnged their naafees. 

Pressed for time, anxious to set the ..ooUege &ijrly 
goings and resolved to march with the CbanerfJ, J 
spared neither pains nor labour. I was on parade, 
present at the rehearsals of the band, at the lessons 
of the professors. I inspected the provisions, the 
distribution of the rations, thejooms, and despite the 
impoYerished finances, succeeded in procuring the 
necessary accoutrements, unifonns, and equipments. 
I visited convents and public buildings that might 
be annexed to the college, and render it capable of 
housing the 6,000 pupils. J organized the adminis- 
tration in such a way that reciprocal scrutiny might 
offer the strongest possible guarantees against .pecu- 
lation. With the exception of one paymaster, whom 
I [caused to be arrested and tried by court-martial, 
by which he was condemned to ten years of the 
galleys, I do not remember a single instance of 
dishonesty. AU the officers, civil as well as military, 
vied with. each other in integrity, abnegation, and 
hard work. 

In order to protect the institution from the .pos- 
sible hostilities of the Government that would succeed 
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to the Dictator's, I christened it the " Garibaldi 
MiKtary Institute," and to this hour the inscription 
is visible on the front of the establishment. It was 
protected, not only by the name, but by public opinion, 
by the affection of the people, who gloried in their 
little galantiiomini, as the respectable portion of 
society is called in the Two Sicilies, 

To Garibaldi, who was the true founder, it was as 
the apple of his eye. Accompanied by his staff, he 
visited the institute frequently, and was present every 
morning on parade. Dismounting, he would review 
each company separately, give invaluable advice to 
the officers, and animate the little soldiers by his 
presence. 

The fame of the college, the enthusiasm of the 
time, the increasing tendency towards equality which 
invariably follows on a revolution, the seductions of 
a military career during a time of war, and last, not 
least, the item gratis, caused application for admit- 
tance to pour in from all classes of Sicilians, and 
many were the demands from Upper Italy. 

But there's ne'er a rose without a thorn. Gari- 
baldi had enjoined on me the necessity of retaining 
the teachers and guardians of the ex-Foundling Hos- 
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pital, and bnt for the chaplain and a monk who filled 
the double office of professor and confessor, I should 
have found no difficulty in complying with his wishes. 
This monk had inspired me with distrust from the 
first, and his lessons, at which I made a point of 
being present, were far from satisfactory ; nor had my 
criticisms the slightest efiect. Informing him that 
it was against the rules for one person to hold two 
offices, I gave him his choice between the chair and 
the confessional. 

*' I choose the confessional." 

*' You are aware that there is no stipend attached 
to a sacrament ? " 

" Ha ! Well, as I must eat," he said, pointing 
significantly to his portly six feet, " I will retain the 
chair." 

Howeyer, the first time that in common with the 
rest of the professors he found himself called upon 
to wear the military kepi, which, surmounting the 
collar and capuchin of San Francesco, caused his 
mischievous pupils to shout with laughter, he asked 
leave to reconsider his decision; and I never saw 
him more. 

The chaplain, on the contrary, stuck to his part as 
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aJimpet to the rook. He was a^keen-eyied^ uxiddle- 
;8taiiiured man of £&j, polite to servility^ and though 
lie never said no to any order^ always managed Jto 
erade fiudh aa did not suit him. On the disappearance 
of themoidc^ after a long dissertation on the privi- 
leges of the Sicilian clergy^ which orendeor them almost 
independent of the Holy See, and hence strangers to 
her vicissitudes and political passions, he expressed 
his willingness to assume the duties of the confes- 
sional until I should name a fixed confessor. 

*^ Caro Don Pietro," I replied, *' the pupils are 
adolescents ; why confess them at all ? " 

" Signer Comandante, I do not agree with the 
theologians wJbio maintain that reason and respon- 
sibility commence at seven years of age; hut here 
we have lads of seventeen, and I know that many of 
them have drunk deeply from passion's cup." 
*^ How do you know this, Don Pietro ? " 
"Eh! experience — knowledge of human na- 
ture " 

" Shut up in the Institute, they will do penance.'^ 
" True ! but thought soars beyond the college 
gates, eludes the vigilance of the senti^els: mind 
can sin as well as matter." 
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^^'CsffoDon Pietro, conaitaiit work, ^varied and in- 
teresting^ absorbs their thonght dnring the day, and 
iheir weaned bodies are wjraqpped in one nnbroken 
. 'dreamless sleep from eve to dawn/' 

'^ Trae, Signer Oomandante ; but in n^ qualify 
of priest allow me to ea.j, with all dne deference, 
ihat the chnrch commands confession.*' 

^^ And here I command." 

He bowed his head silbmissively, and then in a 
careless tone went on — "To-morrow is Sonday: at 
. what honr shall I celebrate mass ? " 

iNoting my impatient gesture, he assumed -his 
humblest and most insinuating tone : '^ I quite admit 
that the incessant labour necessary for the organization 
of the college has rendered it impossible hitherto ; but 
believe me, if I now urge the point, it is in the interest 
of the college, so dear to the Dictator and to yourself." 

" You forget that the mass necessitates a church, 
and that the church has yet to be built. We will 
see about it when the State finances are in a more 
flourishing condition than at present." 

" Signor Oomandante ! As a proof of my devotion 

to the interests of the coUege, I will not hide from 

^ you that the boys' parents murmur already, because 
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since the opening, not a single mass has been 
performed." 

" I am quite aware, Don Pietro, that you pre- 
ferred the Foundling Hospital to the Military College. 
No one murmurs. The applications for admittance 
are so numerous, that I have had to refuse five 
hundred for want of space. In your own interest, 
I warn you not to engender discontent. You are 
aware how many aspirants there are to the office of 
chaplain." 

'^ Signer Comandante, I recommend myself to you. 
In order to prove my zeal for the welfare of the 
college, I will give gratuitous lessons in history." 

" All I ask of you is to teach the boys to love 
God and men, their country and liberty ; to instil 
into their minds a stem and pure morality. When 
they attain the age of reflection, they will adopt the 
creed that seems to them the true one, listen to the 
priest's miass or pastor's sermon ; you know that 
no baptismal certificate is required on entering the 
college." 

" Signer Comandante," he replied, after a few 
moments' pause, in which he was evidently meditating 
how best to reconcile his conscience and his stipend. 
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''military discipline and the canons of the church 
enjoin obedience to our superiors. You command 
certain things that do not violate my creed, only they 
do not embrace the whole. God will judge between 
the difference in my faith and your commands. 
Signer Comandante, I am the humblest of your 
servants." 

A few days after this colloquy I received a 
summons to the Pavilion. 

" I shall not be present on parade to-morrow," 
said the General, as I joined him in the front 
gallery ; I am going to breakfast on board the English 
flagship ; will you come ? " 

" Thanks, General, but to-morrow both battalions 
are to be reviewed. I am sorry that you cannot be 
present." 

" Have you visited the Jesuits' villa of which we 
spoke?" 

*'Yes, General; it is a magnificent edifice, but 
it is too far from the college ; true, it is nearer than 
the splendid Villa Airoldi, which you gave me per- 
mission to occupy, but I am quite satisfied with the 
Convent of S. Polo." 

" It is precisely about the Convent of S. Polo that 
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I sent for yoiu The. sister of Bosalino j^ov wlio is 
t&e lady abbesfif, has beien here for the third' time to 
entreat me torestozxe it; how can I refdse anything 
to the sister of that hero who was^ ons farenaxoer 
and who foil in the: hour of one ybstovy?- Select 
some other plflee;:£ha37e left you ample choice." 

*' I am very sorry, General ; but I fear it is some^ 
what late in the day to accede: ta the request of Pile's 
sister," 

" Wlty so ? " hff ai^d impatiMitly. 

^ It is partly pulled down and rebmit in order 
t^ adapt it ta the nec@ssities.of a college ;: the^ masons 
are still at work, and 15,000^ £s* have becm sdxespdy 
expended. The mms would not>kEiow what to make 
of the; transfovmed edifice ; it is but their ^ country 
Yilla,' and one of the magnificent buildings which ace 
to(^ tax off for ear jmipoae wilL suit* them to a T«" 

" Well, try and content them," said the Genecaiy 
touched hj the asgxnaent of the 15,000 t^^ at a 
time ^dien the pay of his generals was but 3 £.s. per 
day r sksid with hiifown bright smile he added^ ^^ For 
the future leave nsy nans alone." 

Garibaldi's slightest wishes were law p sa I drove 
immediately toi £L Potei te^ see if it weve poesible to 
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gratify Uie desire of Pile's caster, bat found that the 
vmk, which I had been htoiying on day and night, 
-was almost finished, while the architect proved in 
bhek and white that to restore the eonvent to its 
original condition wonld involve double the previona 
outlay. It is sitoate in the midst of a per&ct forest 
of onmge, lemon, and lime trees, the avenues flanked 
by gigantic ilexes ;* orchards, partenes, elegaat 
fountains, exquisite bowers, and hedges of Indian 
fig at every step. 

I know not how &r a sojourn in this terrestrial 
pBi*adise helped the mystic brides of Christ to fix 
their thoughts on the pains of purgatory, but I could 
understand how it must have hurt their tenderest 
feelings to cede it to the thousand urdiins who 
bivoua^ed throughout that scorching Jnne in the 
Elysian fields while the convent was being prepared 
for their reception. There they were, capering among 
the trees or playing at soldiers, fblly impressed with 
the dignity that awaited them on the morrow when 
they would leave the Piazza d'Arme as the second 
battalion. 

That morrow^was the 18th of July, and when it 
dawned there seemed no reason why Palermitans 
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should especially remember that date with sorrowful 
affection. Headed by the band, now composed of 
thirty-six young musicians, the two battalions marched 
in perfect order towards San Pellegrino, the last 
ranks composed of children of seven or eight years 
old; little muskets on shoulder, caps on one side, 
heads up ; they marched in lines of half a company, 
kept their distances, kept step, broke up into columns 
when necessary, like old soldiers. Crowds of people 
lined the road, while numbers of women of the people 
followed, weeping for very joy to see their children 
thus metamorphosed. I felt quite proud of my little 
army. 

On our return one of the nurses from the hos- 
pital gave me a note from my wife, it ran as follows : — 

" The General has left Palermo. The ambulance 
has orders to follow." 

I thought that there must be some mistake, so I 
returned with the messenger, and found Dr. Eipari 
half frantic, haK bewildered ; giving orders and 
counter-orders, and using his riding-whip pretty 
freely to enforce obedience. Doctors, surgeons, 
chemists, nurses, hurrying to and fro, preparing the 
ambulance; patients with wounds but half healed. 
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entreatmg to be allowed to join their respectire 
companies lest they should be ** left behind." My 
wife, who was filling bed-ticks with lint, bandages, 
and lemons, merely said, ''Shall you be ready to 
come ? We start to-morrow ? " 

''Take your time," I said, smiling in calm 
snperioriiy ; " the General has only gone to breakflEist 
on board the English flag-ship.*' 

"That's very likely! — ^when they are fighting 
atMeri!" 

" How do you know ? " 

" Froscianti has been here with orders. The 
General started with the aides and goides who were 
with him and with the Corti brigade just arrived 
from Gkieta." 

" Then he deceived me yesterday. I can't be- 
lieve it ! " 

"Can't you, my young cock-sparrow," said a 
gruff voice behind me. " I, who was with him in 
Rome, in Lombardy, on board the Piemonte, by his 
side every step of the march from Marsala to Palermo 
— ^I have just received orders to follow with the 
ambulance." 

I had heard enough. I flew to the palace. The 

8 
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Pavilion was indeed deserted, the bewildered Paler- 
znitans were clamouring to know whether Garibaldi 
had really abatudoned them ; aides and ofScers 
grumbling at being left behind. Finding that 
-General Sirtori was invested with dictatorial powers 
during Garibaldi's absence, I presented myself with 
my resignation as comandante. 

"Remain at your post," he answered, coolly; 
" you are not a boy, you have gained your spurs." 

" General, I undertook the task conditionally; the 
Dictator gave me his word that I should be free to 
march with him." 

"Nevertheless you must remain at your post till 
your task is accomplished; a soldier more or less 
makes no difference. It would be a crime to allow 
that college to go to ruin." 

" It will not suflfer in the least by my absence. 
It runs on its own wheels. You have but to name 
my successor." 

" I shall do no such thing. You are inscribed 
on the rolls as commander of a corps, with the grade 
of colonel." 

" Surely, General, you can't think that I should 
seriously accept that grade. See^ I am still in plain 
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clothes, I have worked gratnitonsly. When I put 
on the red shirt it will be as a private.'* 

" God grant me patience ! " exclaimed the old 
soldier, who was himself inwardly chafing at the 
irksome duties which kept him from the camp, and 
which he abandoned at the first opportunity, "It 
seems to me that you are all gone mad. This is 
about the hundredth resignation which has been 
tendered during the last six hours. Bemain — at — 
your post ! Do you understand plain Italian ? " 

" Well, General," I persisted, " give me leave of 
absence. If the Dictator refuses to grant my prayer, 
I pledge my word to return.*' 

" Go to the Dictator, or to " 

" Thanks, General ! " 

I sped off to the college, fully intending to start 
that night if possible, nor was my eagerness dimin- 
ished by meeting Colonel Dunne marching his brigade 
down to the port, where, he told me, a steamer 
awaited them. 

But when I reached the college, where the news 
had preceded me, I found cause to sympathize with 
General Sirtori^ Every volunteer from Upper Italy, 
whether commissioned or non-commissioned officer 

3— a 
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or teacher, tendered his resignation. I stood aghast. 
How could I induce them to remain at their posts 
when I abandoned mine ? Yet how could I leave the 
college in that disorganized state ? 

" The Vice-Dictator ha& refused my resignation," 
I aiiswered. "I cannot accept yours* Let us all 
put our shoulders to the wheel; then, wheii I can 
honestly say to Garibaldi, * The college will go on as 
well without us,' I know that he will not refuse us.*' 

It cost each of these brave youths a struggle to 
postpone, even fot an hour, the long-desired march ; 
still they consented to remain as long as I remained, 
and one suggested that each candidate for resignation 
should seek a fitting substitute. This proposition I 
gladly accepted, and before night fell a considerable 
number were found. Many of the wounded Gari- 
baldians who were too weak to march, but who 
refused point-blank to remain at the hospital after 
their own doctors and nurses had departed, ^cheer- 
fully consented to fill the vacancies of their more 
fortunate friends. The conflict that went on in poor 
Bodi's mind was painful to behold. Divided between 
his desire to join the General, "who had never been 
through a campaign without him since 1834," and 
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his affection for his piccoli diavoli, who besought him 
with tears and sobs either to remain with them, or 
"take them to the wars," I only succeeded in 
inducing him to remain by reminding him how soon 
the first battalion would be ready to march. 

*' Signer Comandante, they are ready now!" 
"But we have no orders." "Will you try and 
obtain them!" "I will." "Then I'll remain at 
my post." 

This resolution lessened my difficulties consider- 
ably, still I could not depart with the certainty of 
never returning, until I had prepared a formal account 
of my stewardship, and put the various departments 
of the college into such a condition that my successor 
could carry on the direction without difficulty. It 
was only after four days and nights of hard work that 
I succeeded in getting off in time to reach Milazzo, 
when the victory was won ! 

I arrived at 8 p.m. ; the General was already in 
bed. As I came out of the palace, where he had 
taken up his quarters, I heard my own name called 
from the opposite balcony by Major Mosto. Entering 
the large gateway, and crossing a grass-grown, 
cloistered square, I found myself in a quondain 
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monastery, now conyerted into a hospital. In the 
long corridors lay the wounded of both camps, some 
on straw, but by far the greater number stretched on 
their cloaks, with their knapsacks for pillows. Major 
Mosto looked pale and worn — ^literally broken down 
by fatigue. I asked him how the day had gone ? 

" It is ours ! but the victory watf dearly bought ; 
my corps is decimated as usual.'^ 

" Did Ungarelli distinguish himself? " 

*' The balls distinguished him ! One pierced his 
forehead, and he died on the field. We buried him 
yesterday." 

I shuddered. So young, so handsome, so foil of 
vigour and intelligence. I could not associate the 
idea of death with Ungarelli. 

" And Pisacane's eight ? *^ I asked. 

" They fought like lions ; my reason for coming 
to the hospital this evening was to get news of 
them." 

" They are at Barcellona, major," said my wife, 
coming up just then, " and the noble people tend all 
our wounded as their own sons. Here, in Milazzo, 
we can't get straw to fill the bed-ticks which we 
brought ; there, each family has sent one bed at the 
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least. Our wonnded have fish, fowl, flesh, and wine, 
and even ices in abundance.'* 

'* How many of my men have you ?'* 

** Twenty, major, as far as I can tell ; but they 
are dispersed throughout the various churches, some 
of which are damp. Dr. Bipari is going to oust the 
monks &om a splendid monastery on the hill ; then 
we shaU have space for all these unfortunates now 
lying here so neglected.'* 

" How many of Pisacane's eight are wounded ? " 
I asked. 

" Five I Rota, Bonomi and Cori may recover, but 
I fear that Gonti and Santandrea never will.'* 

The major sighed and turned away. As I passed 
down the left corridor, I heard a young voice crying, 
" Signer Comandante,'* and saw three lads lying on 
the straw, their once white uniforms stained with 
blood and mire." 

" They are your boys ; they deserted to Dunne," 
said my wife. " Come and see another," and she led 
me into a room opening out of the corridor, where, 
on one of the beds abandoned by the monks, lay a 
little fellow asleep, an ice-bladder on the stump of his 
lost left arm. 
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" It was amputated this afternoon," said my 
wife. " Poor little mite, lie is only twelve. He said, 
' I'll be good if you'll hold me, signora ; if it hurts I 
won't scream. I'll only cry a little.' I held him on 
my lap ; he kept his word, and told me afterwards 
that I cried more than he did, which was quite true. 
Then he went fast asleep, as they nearly all do after 
an operation." 

" Are you angry with us. Signer Comandante ? " 
asked one of the elder lads, taking my hand and 
stroking it as I returned to them. " Such lots of our 
brigade are wounded or killed ; our colonel says that 
after the battle of Milazzo, no one can say again that 
the Sicilians never fight." 

I felt choking, I could not speak. I kissed their 
pale brows, put some money into their hands, and 
rushed out into the open air. Sad, indeed, is the 
night of a victory to one who has not shared the 
battle ! 

On the morrow I returned to the palace; as I 
entered the General's room, he held out his hand, 
saying, *'I expected you." 

"After the battle, General? You forgot your 
promise " 
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" I never forget ! As I was rowing oflf to the flag- 
ship, I received Medici's telegram, and started with 
whoever was nearest at hand. Never mind ! I will 
make amends." 

" I know, General, that you exposed your life in 
a hand-to-hand combat with a Bourbon captain. Do 
you never remember that the success of the enterprise 
depends on your single life ? '* 

"If that be true I shall live to accomplish it." 
Then after a brief silence he said, **Do you think 
that the newly granted constitution will suffice the 
Neapolitans?" 

** It might have done so before the Marsala expe- 
dition. The King is young, and ought not to be 
held responsible for his father's crimes; but the 
Neapolitans hate the entire race for their hereditary 
perj&dy. Moreover, Italian unity is the predominant 
idea of the day, and your expedition has brought down 
that idea from the regions of Utopia to the plains of 
reality. No mere amelioration of the condition of a 
single province will suffice the Italians henceforth." 

"Up to the last moment of my stay in Palermo 
I was tormented with the cut and dried cry for imme- 
diate annexation to Piedmont." 
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" That is but a party cry. General ; if you give 
up Sicily before you win Naples, you will lose your 
basis of operation." 

"Do you think that the Sicilians wish for the 
annexation?" 

" They wish for Italian unity ; they know no one 
but Galibardo." 

" We must make the most of a £air wind." 

The almost deferential courtesy with which the 
General ascertained the opinions of all who approached 
him, if he had faith in their disinterested patriotism, 
has led to the fallacious supposition that he is easily 
influenced. If ever a man acts out his own instincts 
and trusts to his own judgment, it is Garibaldi. 

After informing him of the state of the college — 
of the change in the officers, I asked him to name my 
successor. 

"There is no necessity," he replied; "keep the 
direction in your own hands, and choose a Yice-director. 
Some day we will send for our first battalion, at pre- 
sent they are better where they are." 

He then gave me some commissions which neces- 
sitated my return to Palermo. " You can join me at 
Messina," he said. " Bosco's troops are now embark- 
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ing on board French transports. The decisiYe Tictory 
of the 20th has completed our work in Sicily,'* 

Four days later I found myself at Messina with a 
red shirt on my back, and in my pocket a commission 
of ensign on the General's private staff. The festive ^ 
gaiety of the Pavilion had entirely disappeared from 
the head-quarters of Messina. Pre-occupied by serious 
cares^ Garibaldi had grown taciturn ; his brow, hitherto 
80 open and serene, was often clouded. Always once, 
and sometimes twice a day, he went backwards and 
forwards &om Messina to the Faro^ to superintend 
the mounting of the batteries, the fitting up of gun- 
boats, or the organization of his troops who occupied 
the wretched village, or bivouacked along the sandy 
scorching beach. Once with another aide I accom- 
panied him in a carriage; arrived at the Faro, he 
ascended the lofty lighthouse, remained there for 
more than an hour with his spy-glass turned to the 
opposite coast : not a word was spoken either in going 
or returning. 

Political problems alone had power to perplex 
him — the ways and means of crossing the strait were 
clear to him from the first, but royal agents were for 
ever swooping down upon him from Piedmont, with 
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Tooral obstacles. At last came the King's letter, 
ordering him to lay aside all idea of freeing Naples. 
His reply is well known. " The people call me. I 
should feiil in my duty, damage the Italian cause, 
were I to disobey the summons." 

This answer despatched, all doubt and hesitation 
ceased. His whole being was concentrated on the 
construction of an invisible bridge, over which his 
legions could cross from Charybdis to Scylla ; he was 
in his element : you felt it in his look, his voice, his 
step, his hand-clasp. On the 7th of August I was on 
guard at the palace ; he called me into his room. 

^* Would you like to take part in a daring, perhaps 
decisive enterprise ? '* 

" Nothing would please me better. General." 

" Be at the Faro at 4 p.m. to-morrow; your com- 
panions will be chosen men, but few." 

I started for the Faro at 2 p.m. on the morrow. 
On the road I met Dr. Ripari, and told him whither 
I was bound. 

*^ Have you any idea of the nature of the enter- 
prise ? " 

" I have told you all I know; I suppose we can 
make a rough guess as to our destination." 



THE INVISIBLE BBIDGE. 45 

" I shall come too/* said the old soldier doctor, 
who could not swallow the fact that he had missed 
the battle of Milazzo. 

" What will become of the chief ambulance ? " 

"That will /oMo2i7." 

Garibaldi was on board the Aberdeen anchored in 
the bay; we embarked, and found him pacing the 
deck. 

*' I am here, General." 

" You will follow Colonnello Muss ; you are 

on his staflF for the time being." 

"General!" said Eipari, "I shall accompany 
A. M., if you will allow me." 

" It is not an ajffair for you, you are too old," 
replied the General, with a caressing smile and kindly 
irony .^ 

At these words a burning crimson overspread the 
bronzed face of the veteran, then the blood receding 
left him deadly pale for a moment : he stood like one 
turned to stone, then gathering up his strength with 
a supreme effort, he wrung my hand, seized a rope 
fastened to the steamer's side; swung himself into the 
boat and rowed off to shore. 

Towards dark four officers came on board to 
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intern the General that their men were ready at 
the appointed place. 

" Good ! return to them and wait for me." 
A quarter of an hour later, followed by General 
Medici, two aides and myself. Garibaldi left the 
steamer in a skiff. Placing himself at the helm, 
he glided unobserved in the midst of a number of 
boats, and entered a narrow canal that winds round 
the fortifications of the Faro. Towards the mouth 
of that canal as many as seTenty boats were col- 
lected, while along the shore stood groups of 
armed men — musketeers, chasseurs, and a few of 
" the guides," the General's own body-guard. Not 
a voice was heard among them, whereas on the 
adjoining beach thousands of soldiers were laughing, 
shouting, and talking out the hour that precedes the 
retreaU 

The General bid me see three men into each boat ; 
all were manned with a helmsman and four Sicilian 
rowers. This done, he divided the boats rapidly into 
squadrons, giving each a number — then he ordered 
each to push off to sea, our skiff leading the way. 
At first there was some slight confusion : the scaling- 
ladders, the revolvers, some of the soldiers, and a 
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poridon of the ammnnitiony were missing. At last all 
seemed ready, when suddenly the ^' guides/' who 
were armed with Enfields, discovered that the car- 
tridges were too large. 

^^ General ! " cried the coromander of the expedi- 
tion, incautiously, '' the cartridges don't fit the rifles." 
The moment was supreme, all delay might prove fatal. 
Promptly, and in a voice of command, the General 
answered — 

" Use your fists." 

A collective and enthusiastic Si rose up for all 
reply. 

Telling me to enter the commander's boat, he 
began, with wondrous skill, to manceuvre the little 
fleet that coiled about his skiff like a spiral curve. 
The drums had now beaten the retreat, silence 
reigned around. We heard the General's voice from 
time to time, sonorous, firm, omnipotent. 

'^ Oh, Bossi ! " he cried at last, in broad Genoese 
vernacular. ^' Glide close along the shore and make 
for the lighthouse." 

Bossi, a Genoese captain, stood at the helm of 

the first boat, occupied by Colonnello Muss , two 

guides, and myself. Manoeuvring his skiff up and 
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down the line, the General established the distance 
between boat and boat, squadron and squadron ; then 
making straight for the Faro, he gained it just as our 
boat touched the farthest extremity of Charybdis, and 
the wondrous spectacle of the two seas opened out 
before us. 

" Oh, Rossi ! " 

" Generale ! " 

" Make for Altafiumara : keep to the right when 
you gain the shore, and let the boats land their 
passengers to your left." 

Then raising his voice sufiftciently to be heard by 
all, he said, — 

** Yours be the honour of preceding me ; this is a 
daring enterprise, but I have no misgivings. I know 
you man by man. To meet again soon ! " and the 
little fleet defiled before him. 

It was 10 P.M. The sea was slightly ruffled ; the 
current of the straits impelled us to the left, so that, 
steering to a fixed point, the little fleet formed a mag- 
nificent arch, which I, from my boat at the head of 
the column, saw gradually traced upon the waters. 
The night was calm and starlit ; fantastic wreaths of 
cloud veiled the moon; the darkness favoured our 



THE INVISIBLE BRIDGE. 49 

passage. As we started the captain's practised eye 
noted two Bourbon men-of-war, which, passing in 
front of Altafiomara, made direct for Scylla; and 
when we reached the middle of the straits, the red 
lights, and the noise incidental to the letting off 
the steam, warned ns that two or three others were 
at hand. 

I asked the commander, who was a friend of 
zninei in what our enterprise consisted. 

''In the sadden assault this night of the Fort 
of Altafiumara. A few days since I crossed over to 
Calabria, which is, as you know, my native province, 
saw several non-commissioned officers, who assured 
me that we may count on a considerable portion of 
the garrison. Masters of the Faro, the taking of the 
Fort of Altafiumara will ensure the passage of our 
army, as the batteries of the two forts will hinder the 
approach of the enemy's ships." 

** Have you brought Calabrian guides ? " 

**No, they await us on the shore. As soon as 
we land, do you divide our entire force into three 
companies, take the command of the right wing, 
ascend the bed of the torrent quietly, until you reach 
the high road, then turn to the left and attack the 

4 
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fort from above. The other companies will invest it 
from below. See that the scaling-ladders are given.^ 
one to every five men, I have the promise of an 
open gate ; for the rest of the work we must trust to 
our revolvers and our bayonets. A cannon-shot will 
announce our success to the Dictator," 

" Santo diavolone ! a steamer ! a steamer ! we 
ai^e lost," cried our boatmen in despair. 

The cry of terror spread from boat to boat like an 
echo a hundred times repeated. As I looked back, 
an oscillating movement agitated the magic floating 
curve, visible alone by the silver furrow on the 
waters and the phosphoric sparks produced by the 
oar-strokes. But these boats contained intrepid 
hearts, to whom a grave in the sea would have 
been preferable to ^^ turning back." 

"Look there to the right, she's bearing down 
upon us," cried the rowers in chorus, flinging them- 
selves flat on their faces in the bottom of the boat as 
if its sides could shelter them. We seized them by 
their hair, and holding our revolvers to their ears 
compelled them to rise. As soon as we got them on 
their legs they fell on their knees, and in words 
broken by sobs implored us to have pity on their 
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fjEunilies in the name of Santa Bosalia and the 
Madonna dei Sette Dolori. Then they took up the 
oars and tried to turn the boats round, on which 
we seized them and began to. row; similar scenes 
occurred in each boat, 

" She's down on us ! She's down on us ! " was 
the next cry, and a heavy black mass advanced 
towards us* 

^^ JSalt ! " cried the captaiui who as usual main- 
tained his perfect sang-froid* 

" As well be diot as sunk," said I ; " why not 
iry and hoard her?" 

*' She's swifter than we are," answered Eossi, 
smiling at my ignorance ; " she would not allow us 
to approach, but would send us to the bottom in the 
twinkling of an eye." Nevertheless, he gave orders 
that in case of an attack we were to board the 
enemy. 

Nearer and nearer it approached, no longer black 
but parti-coloured. 

"It's a merchant brig," cried the rowers in a 
breath. 

" A brig ! a brig ! " echoed along the Kne ; and 
Bure enough, her sails swelling in the wind, the brig 

4—2 
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passed within a few yards of us, and swerving to the 
west, rapidly disappeared. 

The rowers, relieved from their apprehension, re- 
doubled their efforts. *' Those three lights," said 
one of them, pointing to three lanterns, one lower 
than the rest, "denote two steamers and a gun- 
boat.*' 

" That's true," said Eossi, in an under-tone. 
*'I*ve been watching them ever since we started; 
if they see us we are now v^thin gun-shot." 

Another quarter of an hour and the long livid 
line of beach was visible against the dark tide* 
.less sea. 

" Avanti ! " cried Eossi. " Eun your boats on 
shore, each to the left of the foremost. Pass the 
order." Then turning to us — " To your seats, gen- 
tlemen, and be silent." 

" Pull away, my men," he cried once more, and 
in a few minutes we could feel the sands beneath 
our keel. Anxious to be the first to touch the 
Calabrian soil, I sprang on shore. The rowers 
landed their passengers in perfect silence, fear had 
paralyzed their tongues, and as soon as might be 
each pushed off. As the last man disembarked 
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Bossi returned to his boat and guided his fleet back 
to the Faro. 

Two hundred and ten Garibaldians had crossed 
their chief's invisible bridge and alighted in the midst 
of fourteen thousand Bourbon soldiers ! 
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THE PIONEEBS. 

As the last boat pushed off from the Calabrian shore, 
I obeyed the commander's orders by forming the 
soldiers, who maintained perfect silence, into three 
columns. Above our heads, on the nearest mountain 
slope, towered the fort of Altafiumara, which seemed 
to me already in our possession. When I joined the 
commander he told me that the promised guides had 
not made their appearance. " Wh|it shall we do ?" I 
asked. " Do without," he replied. 

Placing myself at the head of the fifty men who 
composed the right wing, we ascended the dry bed of 
the torrent of Altafiumara, the bright, white stones 
guiding our steps amid the deepening gloom. As 
we reached the high road, I arranged my men as 
skirmishers, in order to have a better chance of 
gaining the fort unperceived. We were soon over- 
taken by a carriage drawn by three horses ; the occu- 
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pants, whom I ordered to dismount, were evidently 
puzzled at our accent, and trembled when they found 
that we were armed. 

" Whence do you come ? " I asked. 

'* From Reggio, and we are bound for Scylla r we 
are townsfolk." 

" Fear nothing ! we will not harm you, but you 
must come with us for a time."' 

" Signori ! We are honest folk ; we are going to 
Scylla on business of our own." 

" If you belong to K^ggio you must be acquainted 
with these districts ? " 

" I am," said the youngest of the group. *' I 
am a sportsman ; I know every inch of the ground." 

" Then come with us for half an hour." 

" Signore ! " cried another of the party, " this is 
my only son ; have pity on me ! I also know this 
.district ; let me come in his stead." 

" Come both of you," I answered, " and without 
loss of time. Will any one give me a cigar ? " 

"I will," they replied in a breath* One lit a 
match, and in the flickering light the red shirt was 
recognized^ *^ Ah ! " they exclaimed, drawing a long 
breath of relief, "you are Garibaldians^. How many 
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have landed? Is Garibaldi with you?" and showers 
of kisses on my hands and face were interspersed with 
the questions. 

*' Signore," said one of them, " scarcely ten 
minutes since we passed a battalion of Bourbonites 
going to Scylla to relieve the garrison." 

Despatching a messenger to the commander with 
these important tidings, I inquired how many royal 
troops occupied the coast line between Scylla and 
Eeggio. 

"Fourteen thousand I How many Garibaldians 
have landed ? " 

" Our name is legion," I replied. 

At this juncture a volley of musketry, followed by 
a cannon shot, was heard in the direction of the 
fort, 

"You can continue the journey," I said to the 
occupants of the carriage; "these two," pointing 
to the father and son, " will be our guides." 

We are discovered, I thought to myself; our 
enterprise has failed. Nothing remains now but to 
sell our lives as dearly as possible. I continued our 
march towards the fort, so as not to deviate from the 
instructions received, but in an oblique line, in hope 
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of joining the remainder of our band^ exposed to 
serious danger^ shut in between the fort and the sea. 
We soon encountered a patrol of royalists, dispersed 
them with the bayonet, and took two prisoners ; and 
this skirmish was hardly over when I heard the 
tramp of armed men along the torrent's bed. Order- 
ing my soldiers not to fire, we advanced with a — 
" Chiva la?"— "Calabria! "—"Messina !"IrepUed. 
These were our watchwords. 

" What's in the wind ? " I asked of Major Missori, 
for it was he at the head of the " Guides " detached 
for the occasion from the General's own body-guard. 

" We came to surprise the enemy, and the enemy 
has surprised us." 

" Where is the rest of the column ? " 

" Marching in a parallel line with us in order to 
gain the mountain heights during the night." 

" But how did it happen ? " 

" Happen ! The commander is a know-nothing ; 
didn't even know the position of the fort ; but the 
least said the soonest mended. Our left wing had 
reached the bastions when they stumbled over a patrol^ 
whom they summoned to smTender. The patrol 
replied with a discharge of musketry ; our men 
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charged gallantly with the bayonet, and the patrol fled 
precipitately into the fort, leaving several dead or 
wounded on the ground. The garrison fired an alarm 
gun, and a few moments after, by the beacon-lights, 
we saw two men-of-war approaching. Nothing remains 
but to gain the mountains as best we can." 

"By concealing ourselves up there," I replied, 
pointing to the rising ground overhanging the main 
road, "we might take them by surprise, decimate 
them with our near fire, disperse them,, and in some 
measure atone for our wretched fiailure." 

. " The precise orders are to take up a position on 
the mountain heights ; the utmost we can do is to 
keep watch on the battalion's march, and protect our 
comrades in case they have not crossed the road in 
time. We must seek a guide at the first hut." 

" I have two with me." 

Placing a few scouts at short distances from the 
road, we wound for an hour to our left ; then, when 
we had ascertained that our comrades had out-dis- 
tanced the enemy's battalion, we followed the bed of 
the torrent, and continued our ascent by rocky and 
almost inaccessible paths, climbing up perpendicular 
juts sometimes ten feet high. K the darkness and 
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the exaggerated idea whidi, as we afterwards learned^ 
the enemy had of our numbers had not deterred them 
from pmmiit^ we shonld have been ineYitably cut to 
pieces. How we regretted the absence of the scaling- 
ladders which we had left behind when all hopes of 
surprising the fort were abandoned ! In order to gain 
some of the roc^ heights we were obliged to mount 
on each other's shoulders ; then lower a musket to 
the last man^ which he seized with both hands, and, 
pressing his feet against the slippery sides of the 
perpendicular wall, managed to struggle upwards 
until he came within reach of our grasp. Beady to 
drop with &tigue, the sweat running from us in 
rivulets, we followed the chamois paths throughout 
the night.. Gloomy at our failure (we who were so 
used to Yictory) and grieved to ^.Tiinlr of Garibaldi's 
vexation, we were nevertheless frequently enlivened 
by the sallies of the soldiers, many of whom were 
university students, some having taken their degree. 
"A hut ! a hut ! " shouted the first man who had 
gained the top of one of our most dangerous ascents, 
and the hope of finding water to drink quickened the 
movements of the rest. Suddenly a gun^ot echoed 
from hilt to hill. Instinctively each man seized his 
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musket. " It's nothing," said a soldier in Venetian 
dialect, ^^ my gun's gone off and the shot has pierced 
my hand ; *^ and in truth the palm was perforated by 
the bullet. We bound it up with our handkerchiefs 
and led him to the hut. The only doctor who had 
accompanied us was with the commander; so we 
dressed the wound as best we could^ and the brave 
lad continued his disastrous march as if nothing had 
happened. 

A small iron lamp sent flickerings of lurid light 
across the low-ceiled room of the hut, the atmosphere 
of which was impregnated with soot. Neither our 
words, nor the care we took to soften our voices, 
availed to pacify a woman and a girl coiled up on 
a heap of dirty straw in a comer, when they learned 
that it was our intention to take the husband and 
father as our guide to the mountain heights-7-hoping 
that an inhabitant of the district would lead us by 
easier paths than those known to our Eeggian sports- 
man. We tried to excite their womanly compassion 
for our wounded comrade, we poured some pieces of 
silver into the wife's lap, we told her that we were 
Garibaldians come to free Calabria from the royal 
troops. It was all in. vain; the convulsive sobs 
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increased. Garibaldi was a personage, and liberty an 
idea unknown to the inmates of that hovel. The 
appearance of such strange visitors all armed, in that 
hitherto inviolate solitude and at that hour of the 
night, had deprived them of all sensation save that of 
terror. 

Finding that his dogged refusal to accompany us 
was followed by menaces on our part, the shepherd at 
last decided to get up and dress himself. First, he 
hauled on a pair of old fustian breeches which just 
reached below the knee, then fastened on a pair of 
sandals fashioned to a point and tied at the instep : 
both vamp and sole were made of goatskin, so that 
he walked as noiselessly as if he wore the shoes of 
Sleep. Placing on his head a cone-shaped hat of 
rusty black cloth, ornamented with streamers of narrow 
velvet, he tucked a short jacket under his arm, and, 
his toilette completed, bade adieu to his wife and 
child, who clung to one another with the convulsive 
gestures of despair. 

The shepherd led us by easier paths towards the 
mountain peak which we were bent on reaching, and 
which, as the sky cleared, we saw before us in the 
dim moonlight during two full hom'S of uninterrupted 
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mardi. At onr feet rose the lighthouse of Charybdis, 
beyond lay a long luminous strip of land which we 
knew to be Messina, and farther still arose a colossal 
pyramid on which heaven's archway seemed to rest, 
and that was Etna. The night breeze, ike rarefied 
air, the sight of the horizon, refreshed our failing 
strength; we marched briskly, as we were without 
tiiQ impedimenta of ambulance, proYision, and ammu- 
nition-trains, knapsacks or overcoats. Counting on 
a four hours' expedition, the soldiers had been 
ordered to leave all such encumbrances at the Faro ; 
and now we found ourselves launched into the great 
unknown with twenty cartridges apiece — without 
rations, without cigars ! 

In reply to our reiterated questions our taciturn 
guide informed us that we were in Aspromonte; 
iihat for miles around, the mountains were deserted ; 
that the soil produced com and potatoes ; that the 
peasants came from the coast and from remote hamlets 
at seed and harvest time, and that the crops for the 
year were gathered in. Of these enlivening tidings 
the soldiers made the rarest fun, and towards dawn 
we gained the summit of the peak, when what was 
our astonishment as an interminable plateau spread 
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out before our eyes, while in the far-ofif distance we 
descried a gigantic mountain towering to the skies. 
Seeing a hayrick near at hand we dismissed our guide, 
hastened towards it and sank exhausted on the 
ground; but the bitter cutting wind so froze our 
Yitals that our teeth chattered in our very sleep. 

Waking to discuss the necessity of a foraging 
expedition, we noted a horseman making towards us 
across the fields of stubble, and waving his hat as in 
token of recognition. Presently two mules, heavily 
laden, appeared in his track. 

" I smell the animal fluid of ham," cried a soldier. 

** And I the vegetable fluid of bread." 

" And I see two barrels," said the major, using 
his spy-glass. 

At this announcement a sweetly modulated flute 
sounded the notes of Emani's drinking song : — 
Beviam, beyiam. 

" A flute ! " I exclaimed, looking round in surprise. 

" It belongs to a young volunteer from Bergamo ; 
he is the Orpheus of our expedition. He fights and 
marches with his flute in his pocket," said a soldier 
near. 

The drinking song was followed by a polka. 
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Blending their voices in a masterly accompaniment, 
several of our men produced a perfect imitation of 
violins and counterbass; the soldiers seized each 
other round the waist, and danced like mad. We 
resembled a company of virtuoBi at a country festival 
rather than a handful of militant patriots launched 
into the midst of a hostile army, divided from our 
own people by a series of fortifications, by the sea and 
the enemy's fleet. The Ionian and the Tyrrhenian 
Sea kissed the Sicilian shores with their purple 
waves ; the island, veiled in a mist of golden light/ 
seemed to tremble in that mysterious embrace ; the 
murmur of the pine forests which clothed the distant 
mountain slopes, echoing across the plain, gave tone 
and colour to the idyll. Meanwhile, the horseman 
drew near, and we rushed towards him with questions 
and glad welcome. 

"In the night," he said, "the news of your 
landing reached Eeggio, and learning your where- 
abouts, the secret committee sent me to tell you that 
you will be joined by bands of Calabrians. Six 
mules laden with provisions were despatched ; four, 
alas ! have fallen into the enemy's clutches, but they 
vdll now be replaced." 
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Major Missori and myself then drew our visitor 
aside, in order to gain a clear idea of our situation. 
He informed us that the country awaited Garibaldi 
with the utmost anxiety, that the population were 
prepared to second his enterprise ; that the Bourbon 
constitution had been hailed with contempt and 
derision; that any compromise with the reigning 
family was henceforward impossible ; that the troops 
were faithful to their flag, and, despite their reverses 
in Sicily, would fight for their king to the last ; that, 
besides the fifteen battalions echelloned along the 
coast, ten battalions occupied the strategic positions 
of Mileto, and would impede our entrance into Upper 
Calabria with numbers three times superior. 

** Oh, that we will leave to Garibaldi," said the 
major ; "he possesses the secret of conquering the 
many with the few — of storming fortresses without 
any help from cannon, as he did at Milazzo." 

Concerning himself our visitor informed us that 
his name was Gerace, that he had been an exile for 
thirteen years, and had returned clandestinely to 
Calabria, to assist the revolutionary preparations. 
"Garibaldi," he said, "will be content with my 
native province." He then oflfered to cross the 

5 
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straits and convey our letters to the Dictator. We 
possessed a pencil, but no paper, and while we were 
canvassing the soldiers to find some, the mules 
arrived, and for the moment all thoughts save of 
appeasing our hunger were suspended. 

" Here's paper ! " cried the major, unrolling a 
form of caciocavaUo. 

Taking half, he drew up his report for the Dic- 
tator, and on the remainder I wrote to my wife, who 
I knew would not believe me in the land of the 
living unless she saw my handwriting. 

*^ Sans adieu/ ^^ said Gerace, as he rode away. 
" I shall return to-morrow with a band of Calabrians." 

He had hardly left us when the advanced sentinel 
of our little camp announced the approach of the 
commander's corps, and we suspended our repast to 
share it with our comrades. 

By still steeper paths than those which we had 
trodden they had gained the plateau, and arrived 
torn and worn ; but the unexpected viands and the 
fabulous glass of wine distributed to each caused 
every one to forget the fatigues they had undergone. 
After breakfast we continued our march across the 
plain^ and our Eeggian sportsman led us to a factor's 
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house^ situate at the foot of the mountain of St. 
Angelo, where we took up our quarters. It looked 
like a castle strongly built around a courtyard ; cen- 
tenary firs encompassed it, tempering the almost 
tropical heat of August in that southernmost portion 
of Italy, and affording grateful shelter to our weary 
column. The commander and his staff ensconced 
themselves in the peasant's house facing the plateau, 
consisting of three low -roofed, smoke -blackened 
rooms; the rest of the edifice was divided into 
granaries devoid of grain, cellars without wine, hay- 
lofts where there was no hay, and stables untroubled 
by cattle. 

The peasants gave us a cordial welcome, ceded 
their narrow nuptial bed to the conmiander, and 
helped us to settle ourselves on the benches or on 
heaps of straw. The " staff" was numerous, and its 
component parts worthy of note : one colonel, one 
major, four captains, one lieutenant, two ensigns. 
Three months previously, of these nine, one was a 
poet, one a cloth-merchant, one a photographer, one 
an engineer, one a landed proprietor, one a farmer, 
one a notary, one a journalist, two were advocates. 
Nearly all had served as privates in the past wars for 

5—2 
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Italian independence^ and therefore liad been exiled 
or imprisoned ; courage and intuition atoned for the 
utter absence of military science. The failure of the 
plan for surprising the fort had diminished the autho- 
rity of the commander, hence he felt the necessity of 
deciding on our future steps according to the counsels 
of his staff. In the first sitting, held by the war 
council of nine on the morning of the 10th August, 
some proposed to march on Cosenza, and provoke an 
insurrection in Upper Calabria; others suggested an 
assault on Reggio ; but the proposition that we should 
await the Calabrian reinforcements, and lay down as 
our object a series of sudden attacks in various parts 
of the coast in order to draw the enemy on our track, 
and so facilitate Garibaldi*s landing, obtained a ma- 
jority of votes. This plan commended itself to our 
judgment because, by establishing our basis of opera- 
tions along the mountains of Aspromonte, we could 
at any moment receive orders from our General. 
The peasants informed us that we should find sheep, 
potatoes, and onions in many portions of that im- 
mense Alpine group, and limpid springs of water 
everywhere. Thus the all-important problem of food 
was solved. 
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Before mid-day we were joined by a certain 
De Lieto, at the head of 120 Calabrians, dressed 
like our shepherd in conical hats, short breeches. 
Bind sandals ; they were armed with guns, bayonets, 
and wore in their belts two flint-lock pistols and a 
knife. On the morrow at dawn another hundred 
arrived, led by Plutino, and on the eve of the same 
day yet another, with Gerace at their head. With 
admiration I gazed on that group of one of the finest 
types of the human race. They were for the most 
part peasants, from the coast bathed by the Ionian 
Sea. Of middle stature, their limbs were vigorous 
and firmly knit; masses of raven black hair hid a 
portion of the full square brow, so like the antique 
statues, and beneath the finely-pencilled, slightly- 
arched eyebrows, shone the large almond-shaped eyes, 
a tinge of melancholy veiling the vivacity of the 
expression ; the nose was refined, the tint olive, the 
lower part of the face almost covered with a massive 
beard. The head, by no means large, reposed on a 
Herculean neck, left bare owing to the extreme heat, 
and a portion of the breast, bare also, was covered 
with shaggy hair. The ancient race of Magna Grsecia 
seemed here preserved in its integrity. Assuredly 
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two entirely distinct families inhabit the opposite 
shores of the Straits of Messina : for while in Cala- 
bria one notes the Greek graft on the Italian tmnk, 
in Sicily the Saracenian graft on the Italian tmnk is 
everywhere visible. In short, the two countries, like 
the inhabitants, impress one with the idea of two 
different worlds ! • 

Our .council of war was now augmented by three 
new officers — De Lieto of Beggio, and Gerace of 
Catanzaro, who presented themselves with the rank 
of captain ; and Plutino, from Reggio, who announced 
himself a colonel. Thus we became a council of 
twelve. 

Plutino came to share our fate, and to strengthen 
our military operations by his political influence: 
iporeover, to surround his name in these heroic times 
with warlike fame, in order that he might present 
himself to Garibaldi on his landing as the natural 
governor of the province, or as head of the National 
Guard. His political talents would scarcely find 
^cope in the deserted potato-fields, but we felt the 
practical benefit of his previous labours in several of 
the neighbouring villages,- whence providential mules 
laden with food and wine reached us from time to 
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time. He was about fifty years of age, quite the gen- 
tleman ; tall and well-formed, his face and voice were 
sympathetic; his fluency gained willing listeners; 
his well-known personal and political relations with 
Count Cavour, while they diminished his popularity 
in our camp where more advanced doctrines pre- 
vailed, gave weight and importance to his name and 
counsel. An exile for many years, versed in political 
struggles, he had acquired the art of managing the 
masses, and a dexterous flexibility which avoided dis- 
cussions : never tiring his hearers with long tirades, 
from time to time he put forth an idea which he had 
deduced from a fact, without ever allowing it to be 
perceived that the idea was the moral of the fable. 
His presence perturbed the day-dreams of our com- 
mander. Both Galabrians, each aspired to supremacy 
in Calabria ; each felt the other a stumbling-block in 
his path. The commander was a week-old Garibaldian 
and colonel ; but the £a,ct of his having headed the 
first expedition vexed Plutino ; it was a leaf missing in 
his laurel crown. It chafed him ; for although the 
attempt had failed, he knew that it gave a perilous 
renown to his rival. 

The conamander's exterior was not in his favour ; 
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he was a little bony, livid man, possessing neither 
eloquence, military science, nor experience. He pre- 
sented himself to Garibaldi with the grade of colonel, 
affirming that he knew both Calabria and the Cala- 
brians, and possessed friends among the officers of 
the Altafiumara garrison. His patriotism was proved; 
his courage taken for granted; his established rela- 
tions and his influence believed in. This sufficed for 
the General to nominate him chief of the expedition, 
for the success of which he mainly trusted to the 
officers and men placed under him. The failure 
troubled the commander but little, the fact of encamp- 
ing in Calabria seemed to suffice him. Some of the 
soldiers went so far as to say that he had never had 
any intention of taking the fort, and manifested their 
disinclination to obey a man whom they had not 
known previously upon the battle-field. Anxious to 
distinguish themselves in Garibaldi*s eyes by some 
fact worthy of their past, the inaction of the present 
became insupportable to them. They wished Colonel 

Muss to resign his command in favour of Major 

Missori, the head of the Guides, a valorous and 
sympathetic officer, beloved by the whole army for his 
conduct at Milazzo, where, in a hand-to-hand combat, 
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he killed two of the Bonrhon officers who had attacked 
Garibaldi's person. Several members of the comicil 
of twelve seconded this desire, and a hot and painful 
dispute ensued. The Galabrian officers sided with 
the commander as their countryman, and as a man 
possessed of influence in the province. Plutino him* 
self stood by him as a defender of prudent measures 
and cautious strategy, whereas he knew into what 
serious danger the audacious major would be likely 
to lead him. Finally it was resolved that Colonel 

Muss , retaining the nominal command, should 

occupy himself with the political agitation of the pro- 
vinces, and that Major Missori should assume the 
military command. A letter from Garibaldi, ordering 
the commander to act in harmony with the major, 
decided him to bow to this decision. 

These tiresome preliminaries settled, the major, a 
Galabrian, and myself descended to the shore on 
mules, in order to explore the situation, strength, 
and movements of the enemy. Arrived at the height 
overlooking the fort of Torrecavallo, we saw a bat- 
talion of royalists just returned from mass, and 
hastening to the edge of the promontory, stood within 
musket range. The sudden apparition of two red 
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shirts in the rear of the fort cansed the assembly to 
be beaten; and after various evolutions we were 
saluted by a few shots which whistled harmlessly by. 
This experiment we repeated on various heights ; — a 
portion of the enemy's troops trying to surround us, 
while others were placed as skirmishers. Believing 
that we were preparing an assault in large numbers, 
a defensive attitude was taken up for miles along the 
coast. 

Towards evening we rejoined our comrades, and, 
breaking up the camp of St. Angelo, marched across 
Aspromonte in a north-westerly direction, and, 
ascending ever, reached at dawn the plateau of the 
Forestali, whence rises the loftiest peak of that 
gigantic group. This was the theatre of the tragedy 
enacted two years later in the self-same month of 
August, in an unfinished and deserted house called 
dei Forestali, we took up our quarters : it is situate 
precisely where the picturesque peak rises from the 
level plain. Bright, pure water, flowing in perennial 
springs, everywhere abounds. Having slaked my 
thirst, I lay me down to sleep, but after a few hours 
of feverish torpor I started up, bewildered, anxious 
only to escape from that horrible liouse. Thousands 
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of insects were walking over my body, and biting me 
without mercy ; they seemed ants to the touch, but 
no ! they were fleas of enormous dimensions. I ran 
to the brook, undressed myself, and drowned the im- 
pertinent intruders ; then following the stream until 
it enlarged to a lake, I plunged in and enjoyed that 
luxury of luxuries — a cold bath. For five days no 
comb my hair had known, no water had refreshed my 
face, nor had my shirt been changed ; though a pair 
of primrose kid gloves which I had found in my 
pocket had preserved my hands and nails tolerably 
clean. And now on issuing from my bath I remem- 
bered that I had no towels, and must e'en dry myself 
in the sun. This feat accomplished, I found a soft 
bed of autunm leaves, and beneath the shelter of 
a grand old oak I. slept a dreamless sleep. When 
I woke I was sufficiently refreshed to enjoy the 
grandeur of the scene around me. Oaks and pines 
and firs grouped in curious masses, the diverse 
greenery, the different structure, forming a wonderful 
combination of lines and colour — robustness and 
antiquity being the only qualities in common. The 
groups being separated one from the other, the light 
that fell between them gave a transparency to these 
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^hoxi fbrms which rendered them both light and 
gmooAil ; ohestnut^ walnut and minor trees rose up 
between the groups, and the paths and soft green- 
award beneath seemed the work of art rather than of 
nature. Situate but a few steps from the rising 
summit, the soft temperature of spring was abruptly 
divided from African heat, but in the night the cold 
was intense; in short, the sun baked us, and the 
stars set our teeth chattering. The plain forms a 
circle of many miles radius, and lies above Torre- 
cavallo, Scylla, and Bagnara. At wide intervals a 
few huts and sheep-folds broke the strange monotony 
of the scene ; the only point visible on the horizon was 
Etna's purple cone. It was impossible, even in the 
hazardous project which absorbed us, not to be at . 
times subdued by a mighty awe. 

Bumours had reached the enemy that 8,000 
Galabrians had joined us, and numerous patrols 
were sent as far as St. Angelo to reconnoitre, while 
two battalions were removed from Torrecavallo and 
St. Giovanni, and stationed along the heights. It 
seems that the peasants at the Fattoria had over* 
heard the proposition of some of our number to 
assault Eeggio, and interrogated by the enemy had 
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assured him that such was our intention. Indeed, 
on leaving St. Angelo^ we had set onr teices towards 
I^ggio> but in the night had made a rear front moTO, 
and reached the Forestall. 

A sudden assault on Bagnara was now proposed 
in the council of twelve. Plutino resolutely opposed 
the project^ affirming that in Bagnara alone there 
were 8,000 men, that the troops from Scylla would 
menace our flank, and that nothing would be easier 
than for the royalists to surround us from St. Angelo, 
and cut off our retreat upon the Forestali. He main- 
tained that by manoeuvring along the heights we 
should carry out our original plan of drawing regi- 
ments on our track and ungarrisoning the shore, and 
that in the meantime fresh bands of Calabrians would 
come to our aid. 

" Signer Plutino," replied the major, " we are not 
used to count our foes. The thousand of Marsala 
were victors at Galataflmi, and such as were left of 
them stormed Palermo. We are consecrated unto 
death, and we mean to die worthily; if you and 
your followers decline to accompany us, we shall go 
alone." 

The partisans of the audacious project were in 
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A mi^jority, and the assault on Bagnara was resolved 
Oil. Plutino having emptied his wallet of objections, 
turned to us and said,—" When I look at or listen 
to you brave boys, I adore you ! but you are mad ! 
Nevertheless, I shall follow where you lead." 

At midnight we set out on our march across the 
plain, and commenced the descent by paths hitherto 
untrodden by human foot. The moon courteously 
illumined the way, but down those steep declivities 
we rattled over more ground than we touched with 
our feet. A roar of laughter at every tumble kept 
the column in good humour, and enlivened a march 
of ten consecutive hours. The Galabrians never 
laughed. Owing to their goat-skin sandals they 
kept on their legs better than we did ; moreover, the 
joviality and thoughtless gaiety which characterize 
the Italians of the North — especially the Venetians 
—form a strange contrast with the sad seriousness 
of the inhabitants of Southern Italy. 

As we reached the spur which separates the slopes 
of Bagnara from those of Scylla, we stationed 800 
Galabrians on the crest, under the command of the 
soldier-poet of the staflf, in order to protect our left 
flank. Olive and lemon groins and vineyards stud- 
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ding the luxuriant slope, soon assured us that we 
had gained an inhabited district; the sight of the 
azure sea, of Sicily, of the Liparian Isles, which 
owing to the wondrous purity of the atmosphere 
seemed close to us, and, above all, the finding a 
decent-looking inn, put us in the highest spirits. Our 
soldiers seated themselves under the festooned vines, 
and merrily plucked clusters of zibibo. As the staff 
advanced to the inn, the host met us at the thresh- 
old, hat in hand, with a double-barrelled gun upon 
his shoulder. 

** Excellencies ! " he said, his face beaming a 
welcome " Viva Tltalia ! Viva Garibaldi ! " "I offer 
myself as your guide, and meanwhile make your- 
selves at home." Over his shoulder two bright blue 
eyes gazed on us with girlish curiosity. "This is 
my daughter," said the host, moving aside ; " she will 
have the honour of waiting on you. She is dressed in 
her holiday costume, because she is a Garibaldian." 

" Gua ! " I exclaimed, as a fair beautiful maiden 
of seventeen came forward and saluted us with easy 
grace, "here we have Andrea del Sarto's Madonna 
del Sacco." Whoever has visited the cloisters of the 
Annunziata, in Florence, will remember the won- 
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drous frescoes of Andrea, and the gentle head of the 
Virgin, somewhat more human than Raphael's 
Madonnas, yet more divine than Murillo's ; the 
Calabrian virgin might have sat for that picture. A 
fourfold square of coffee-coloured cloth, bordered with 
golden fringe, covered her head and descended to her 
shoulders; over a white muslin dress she wore an 
elegant tunic of crimson stuff, somewhat shorter than 
her dress ; a body of the same material, richly em- 
broidered, especially above the elbow and at the 
border of the bell-shaped sleeves, was laced across 
her bosom, and rose gracefully on the shoulders, 
leaving bare her lovely neck adorned with four rows 
of pale coral. 

The sight of such refined and delicate beauty took 
us all by surprise, and I could not help asking our 
host where he had found such a rare pearl. 

" Her mother," he answered, " was of gentle 
blood. I was born and bred a servant in her parent's 
house. They said I was a handsome lad ; however 
that may be, we fell in love, we fled and married clan- 
destinely. Her parents disowned my wife, but we 
lived happily in our poverty. She died but two 
years since, and now my gains and my life are conse- 
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crated to Luisa. She has never been to service, as I 
mean her to marry well." 

" When the war is finished," I replied, " some 
young Garibaldian will claim her for his bride, I 
expect, and I hope I shall be accepted as compa/re.'^ 

*' Eccellenza," said the host, " I kiss your hand." 

The maiden meanwhile had deftly spread our 
table beneath the shady porch, and while the host 
busied himself with the £rying-pan I could not take 
my eyes off Luisa's tiny white hands, which a 
duchess might have envied, as she poured out the 
wine. When the baskets of bread and sausage and 
the flasks of wine which her father had sent for 
to the near village of Solano, arrived, she passed 
along our whole line, dispensing food and enthu- 
siasm. 

We resumed our march at midday. The town 
seemed within gunshot. Along the shore we descried 
a line of boats, the inhabitants hurrying to and fro, 
bands of soldiers here and there. A man-of-war 
from Scylla anchored at a short distance from the 
beach, and a boat went off either to convey or 
receive despatches. No sign that the enemy sus- 
pected our vicinity was visible, but it would be diffi- 

6 
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cult to avoid the spy-glasses from the steamer. 
Ordering the men to unfix their bayonets and trail 
their muskets, we advanced silently for half an hour, 
gliding behind trees, hedges, and vines — Bagnara 
seeming further oflf at every step. Suddenly we came 
on a rocky perpendicular descent, and for about one 
hundred and fifty feet were compelled literally to slide 
down a path hewed out in unequal steps. This difficulty 
surmounted, we reached vineyards and olive terraces, 
and going straight ahead, at half-past one stood right 
above Bagnara. I commanded the avant-guard, com- 
posed of skirmishers from Bonnet's battalion, and on 
reaching the entrance of the chief street, a puerile 
desire to fire the first shot made me snatch a musket 
from the hands of the nearest soldier and gratify my 
caprice. A sharp exchange of shots ensued; our 
assault which seemed to come from the clouds spread 
terror and confusion everywhere. The frantic shrieks 
of the inhabitants were painful to hear as they 
rushed down to the sea-shore to seek refuge in the 
fishing boats. It is quite impossible to describe 
the panic that seized the Botirbonites for the first 
few minutes, but they numbered 8,000 men, and 
speedily recovered their self-possession. The assembly 
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sounded, and in half-an-hour various companies of 
infantry closed in on us from diflferent directions, but 
after a sharp fire we succeeded in repulsing them all. 
Meanwhile, from the upper portion of the town we 
noted a rapid movement on our right : infantry, 
cavalry, and mountain howitzers on mule-back were 
being sent in that direction, in order to cut off our 
retreat. Under a heavy fire we retraced our steps, 
carrying off our few wounded. This time I com- 
manded the van, and by the time we reached the 
rocky staircase, my men had burnt their last car- 
tridge, and the Bergamasco musician, taking out his 
flute, played La Bella Gigogin, an air of doubtful 
fame, which made much laughter. Baked by the 
burning sun-rays, how we reached the summit we 
never knew. The enemy thirsted for an engagement, 
but leaving the inn to our left we reached Solano ere 
the Bourbonites could come up and shut us out of 
that strategic pass, as they had hoped to do. At 
Solano we ate and drank heartily. I was lodged in 
the house of a priest, who brought me a smoking 
plate of maccaroni flavoured with tomato sauce, and 
gave me a clean shirt in change for mine, which 
looked as if it had been used to clean a painter's 

6—1 



84 THE BED SHIBT. 

palette : still it was of the finest linen, whereas the 
priest's was only a limp cotton rag. 

" It is consecrated/* he said, as he handed it to 
me with a knavish smile. 

" And the one you get in exchange will buy you 
maccaroni for the next three months to come," I 
replied. 

But the smell of the wash-tub bore me into a new 
world ; and in an ecstasy of comfort I was falling into 
slumber on the old-fashioned sofa, when a cry of 
" the enemy ! the enemy ! *' sounded in my ear. 
" Come,** said the priest, shaking me roughly ; " get 
up and go ; don't compromise me in return for my 
hospitality." I yawned, and left the house to join my 
companions on the piaziza. 

As I came up to them, a man rushed to us with 
outstretched arms ; he had neither coat nor hat ; his 
hair was standing on end, his face livid, despairing 
eyes half starting from his head. It was our host. 
** My child ! my child ! they have murdered my 
child ! " was all he could articulate, ere he fell faint- 
ing at our feet. A cry of horror rose from the 
byntanders ; the soldiers cursed the fate that had left 
tliem witJiniit ammunition. I bit my lips and strove 
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to be calm, but the tears filled my eyes. A bucket of 
water brought the wretched &ther to his senses all 
too soon ; then, in broken sentences, he told his 
tale : — It seemed that 1,500 men, proceeding by 
forced marches to Solano, in order to surround us 
had halted at the inn and threatened the young girl 
with death for having given food and shelter to 
Garibaldians, but ofiered her life in exchange for her 
honour. The father, who tried to defend her, was 
seized and bound, and the awful tragedy was enacted 
before his eyes. The girl seized a kitchen knife, and 
vowed to stab whoever approached. A sergeant dex- 
terously wrested it from her grasp. She struggled to 
free herself from his embrace, and one of his men 
wounded her in the face with his bayonet. The 
sight of her blood seemed to sharpen their savage 
appetite ; they fell on her en masse, and despatched 
her with countless blows. Managing to escape from 
his captors, the unhappy father had fled on till he 
came up with us, and when, amid shrieks and sobs, 
he had completed his tale, there was not a dry eye 
among us. 

Occupying a strong position above Solano, we 
awaited the enemy for fall two hours, but finding 
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that they had failed in their elBForts to surround us, 
they dare not even approach the town. 

From that height my eyes rested on a spectacle 
such as I have never seen equalled before or since : 
the Archipelago Eolio, the Gulf of Gioja, the Straits 
of Messina, and, at the two extremities of the scene, 
Etna and Stromboli. What a sea, what mountains, 
what light, what hues, what memories of races that 
had disappeared, of civilizations that have passed 
away ! And now the sun, shrouded in a purple mist, 
rested for a moment on the summit of Stromboli, 
rising as a lone pyramid from the sea ; then flushing 
the eastern sky with tints ineffably beautiful, slowly 
faded from our sight. That magic sunset and the 
image of Luisa, whom at midday I had seen so 
radiant, so full of hope and promise, and who was 
now a corpse in her desecrated home, mingled uncon- 
sciously in my thoughts, as, with melancholy steps, 
I retraced the path to the Forestall. After six hours* 
march we gained the plateau, and, in the direction of 
the house we descried a light, which increased in 
brilliancy as we approached. 

Thinking that the enemy had pushed on from 
St. Angelo we halted in order to dispose our columns 
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to the best advantage. But two-and-twenty hours' 
march had exhausted their strength ; hardly had they 
halted when numbers sank down asleep upon the 
stubble fields. The Calabrians, who had performed 
but two-thirds of the route, were fresh and strong, so 
we placed them in front to guard our canap during 
the hour of repose granted, and then, with the utmost 
difficulty, induced them to part with five of the fifty 
cartridges with which they were each supplied, to be 
distributed among such of our men as had used up 
their own. Executing a fiank movement, in order to 
reach the slope of the mountain, we sent out skir- 
mishers towards the light, which was evidently a 
camp-fire. They returned with the news that fifty 
Calabrians were awaiting us, and that they had pre- 
pared a supper of ham, wine, and bread, and on 
hastening up we found them seated round a blazing 
fire which they had lighted near the house. We ate 
merrily and drank an extra glass of wine in honour 
of our new comrades, who assumed the watch for the 
rest of the night, while we slept peacefully till the 
morning. The impossibility of transporting our 
wounded up those fearful steeps had compelled us to 
leave them at Solano ; the enemy took them prisoners 
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after our departure, but treated them kindly, as we 
had several of their soldiers prisoners in our hands. 
A messenger sent by a patrol from Solano told us 
that they had been conveyed to Eeggio. 

" Before the month is over we shall go and 
release them," said Major Missori. A rapid smile 
of incredulity flitted over the astute face of the moun- 
taineer. The same sentiment rendered the Bourbon 
prisoners deaf to our revolutionary propaganda. In 
vain I set myself to instil into their minds the 
religion of an Italian fatherland — oflfering them their 
liberty and holding out the prospect of a glorious 
future. Compelled to follow all our movements, to 
share our perils and fatigues, we never succeeded in 
gaining the slightest hint as to the enemy's move- 
ments, since to all our questions their invariable reply 
was — Non saccio. 

The mountaineer not daring to throw doubt on 
the major's assertion, nor choosing to carry adulation 
to the point of pretending to believe what he deemed 
absurd, made no reply, but handed over a box of 
medicines and a bag of lint and bandages which we 
had ordered and paid for at Solano. Now for the 
first time the wounded hand of the Venetian, who 
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had kept up with Spartan courage, was properly 
dressed; the quinine cured some half dozen down 
with tertian fever, but lacryma Christi and beefsteaks 
alone could restore the exhausted strength of more 
than a dozen literally feinting from fatigue. A 
steaming soup made of ham-broth went far towards 
reviving the' whole company, and the rest of the 
morning they spent along the side of the stream to 
which they had given the name of Jordan, some 
bathing, others washing their garments and drying 
them in the sun. 

The council of twelve meanwhile held serious con- 
fabulation anent our situation. It was the seventh 
day since our landing in Calabria ; comparatively few 
insurgents had joined us ; no tidings of Garibaldi 
had reached us; the last letter from the Eeggian 
committee was discouraging ; provisions were uncer- 
tain since the laden mules were almost always seized 
by the enemy ; our ammunition was exhausted. 

" Let us force our way into Upper Calabria,*' 
proposed Captain Salomone, just returned from one 
of his daily excursions to the outposts. The outposts 
were his iddejixe, and when the rest of the staff, after 
a long day's march, sank down overcome with fatigue, 
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Im di«oritally went on his way some seven or eight 
milod among the mountains in order to reconnoitre 
and post the sentinels. Bom in the Abruzzi, he 
partook of the iron nature of his cotivpatriots, the 
bears. ^^ Let us now reach the district of Cosenza/' 
he continued. ^^ The brave population will rise at 
our approach^ and we shall be able to offer Garibaldi 
a beach whereon to land, with an entire province as a 
basis for his continental operations. What can we 
hope by remaining in these deserted forests, these 
mountains and these precipices ? Here, Cadmus-like, 
we may sow our teeth behind us, but we shall not 
reap patriots for our pains. If the enemy possess an 
ounce of common sense, with the aid of a few patrols 
he will cut off our supplies, and without conceding us 
the honour of a battle, force us to surrender within 
five days, or to strew this Calvary with our 
corpses." 

The emphasis, the mixture of mythological and 
biblical allusions, the Abruzziore accent, the crescendo 
of the voice, the half comic face of the orator, the 
map of the world traced in sweat on the back of his 
brown holland tunic— a " Miga mal," in Bergamasco 
from our favourite Nullo, who, as usual, stood 
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gravely looking on, twirling his long moustaches, and 
a "Bravo Cadmus ! " from Major Missori, sent ns oflf 
into a roar of laughter, in which the valorous and 
sympathetic Abruzziore heartily joined. But Colonel 

Muss , commander in pa/rtibus, arose and said — 

" Wiser than you seem to think it, gentlemen, is the 
proposal of Captain Salomone. The expedition to the 
district of Cosenza will not prove less difl&cult or dan- 
gerous than our sojourn in Aspromonte — ^hence it 
might satisfy your appetites for glory ; here we have 
neither ammunition nor chance of obtaining it, so 
you cannot gratify your desire for fighting. Bom in 
the province of Cosenza, my relations, friends, and 
followers are numerous, and I may affirm without 
boasting that my name is very popular there ! There 
the populations will respond to our appeal, here our 
mission is fulfilled, and seven days have passed since 
we have received tidings of the Dictator." 

Colonel Plutino, who while he blamed our daring 
enterprises a la Bagnara, relished still less the idea 
of seeing his rival borne in triumph through Upper 
Calabria, vehemently opposed the plan, declaring the 
influence of Colonel Muss in those parts exceed- 
ingly problematical. Hereupon the cup of wrath so 
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l(mg brimfull overflowed, and from livid lips the two 
colonels stung each other with cruel taunts. 

Suggesting that they had better settle their 
quarrels elsewhere, with difficulty we recalled them 
to the question. Colonel Plutino (who was the first 
to recover his habitual calm) proposed an expedition 
to Gerace, which would compel the enemy to detach 
numerous forces from his basis of operation in order 
to pursue us along the Ionian shores. " Thus," said 
he, "we should avoid being cut to pieces at the 
passes of Mileto and Monteleone ere we reach 
Cosenza ; we shall find ourselves in a populous and 
liberal district, and our ranks augmented, we can hold 
out a hand of fellowship to the patriots of Catanzaro, 
and establish in that city the hearth of the Calabrian 
insurrection." 

"This is our post," said I, "the enemy is down 
there, and yonder are our comrades panting to cross. 
Don't let us rest till we have enticed the Bourbonites 
towards us ; what matters it if they surround, defeat, 
annihilate us, so that our army be enabled to land ? 
Our descent on Bagnara succeeded admirably, let us 
repeat it elsewhere. Yesterday we stocked our am- 
bulance, to-morrow we may fill our cartridge-boxes — 



THE PIOKEEBS. 93 

moreover, the plain famishes us with potatoes, and 
the mountains with fresh water." 

" Colonel Muss says that we know nothing 

of the Dictator's movements," exclaimed the other 
ensign, " but when Garibaldi is silent he acts. * Pre- 
cede me, and we shall soon meet again,' he said when 
we started, and he always performs more than he pro- 
mises. "Without men-of-war he cannot attempt a land- 
ing on distant shores with numerous followers ; but 
he is a bird of land and sea, and at this extreme end 
of the continent will alight sooner or later under the 
enemy's nose : here we ought to await him combating, 
ready to grasp his hand as he touches the shore." 

" I purpose an expedition to Pedavoli," said 
Major Missori, " there we can procure ammunition, 
and organize revolutionary committees throughout the 
province ; thence we can menace Palmi." 

" To Pedavoli ! " exclaimed Colonel Plutino, "there 
the patriot Eomeo was murdered by the people. They 
will oppose om* entrance, and we shall be compelled 
to stain our hands with citizen blood." 

** Where the red shirt appears," said Nullo, " civil 
war is impossible ! the red shirt is the people's 
uniform." 
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The march on Pedavoli was decided on, and 
athwart gigantic ilex forests and through narrow 
gorges we pursued our way for eight hours. I had 
provided myself with a mule, which I mounted bare- 
back, intending to economize my strength ; but the 
mountain slopes were so steep that, in order not to 
perform a movement over the ears of the beast, I was 
compelled to dismount. Be-ascending, I tried it 
again, and this time went head over heels over the 
animal's tail, rolling down until a tree stopped my 
further descent. Nothing remained but to go on all 
fours, as even the Calabrians, despite their sandals 
and their special dexterity, were compelled to do. 
Halting his column on a plain shaded by chestnut 
trees overhanging the village, the commander and his 
staff entered the ill-famed walls. * Pedavoli is a large 
village lying to the north of Aspromonte, built in a 
narrow gorge, containing over 2,000 inhabitants. On 
that day, the 15th August, it was bannered for the 
festival of the " Assumption," enlivened by two 
musical bands from Palmi, and crowded by moun- 
taineers from the surrounding district. Stupefied by 
our inexplicable appearance, the holiday-makers gazed 
at us with open mouths. We threaded the winding 
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street in the midst of a crowd which gradually opened 
out in front of us and closed in behind us. 

*' That's the house where Romeo was murdered," 
said Captain Salomone, who, in *48, had served under 
that illustrious Calabrian martyr, and had been a 
witness to his tragic end. " We must avenge him." 

As he spoke, the door of the house opened, and a 
handful of our own Calabrians issued thence. " They 
have fled," cried they. Soldiers of the murdered 
Romeo, they had quitted their company unperceived, 
and entered the house by the courtyard, with the 
intention of appeasing the ghost of the murdered 
patriot. But the family of murderers, fortunately 
for themselves, had escaped to Palmi on the first 
rumours of the vicinity of Garibaldians. 

Sending back with severe reproofs the undisciplined 
band, we entered the town-hall. Plaster busts and 
portraits of the Bourbon family ornamented the walls ; 
an old man, decrepit and deaf, was seated in a greasy 
leather chair with his back to the door. He started 
as the major tapped him on the shoulder, looked at 
us, recognized the uniform, stood up, pushed away 
his chair, and feU to wiping his spectacles. 

" Are you the syndic ? " asked the major. 
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" I'm his secretary, Excellenza ! I have served 
for forty-two years. I began my career as a jailor. 
I hope General Garibaldi " 

*' Where's the syndic ? " 

" Giovannino," said the secretary to the porter, 
^* go and call Don Saverio. Tell him—" 

*' Look sharp ! " interrupted the major. 

''Yes, my son, make haste. Ask him to come 
at once." 

Then turning to us, '' Illustrious sirs ! I am 
expecting soon to retire on full pay. Your excel- 
lencies will surely not turn me out into the street 
with my seven children. Viva Garibaldi for ever ! " 

" And these busts of Ferdinando 11. and of Fran- 
cisco n. ? " asked Captain Salomone. 

" I have two sons gendarmes : one an Urban 
guard, and one a jailor — office is traditional in my 
family." 

''And pray what office may you have held when 
Borneo was murdered ? " 

" Ah, Bomeo ! Good soul ! Pity for him that 
his fame should have been so stained." 

" Stained, you wretched Bourbon sgherri ! " 
shrieked Salomone. 
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" Stained, your excellency ! stained by the calum- 
nies of the government of Ferdinando 11. Romeo 
was a pearl. I knew him well, for I was his jailor 
in days gone by. Here is Don Saverio." 

The syndic welcomed us courteously, ordered 
rations for our soldiers, and insisted on our becoming 
his guests. 

Despite our reprimand to the would-be avengers, 
the rumour had got afloat that vengeance was our 
mission in Pedavoli, and terror was written on every 
face ; we, on the other hand, distrusted the inha- 
bitants, and kept our soldiers on the plain awaiting 
us with ordered arms. Natural curiosity, however, 
attracted the multitude to look upon the terrible 
Garibaldians, concerning whom miracles (in which 

the devil's finger was apparent) passed from lip to 

• 

lip. Tattered, sun-baked and emaciated, their refined 
countenances, easy deportment, and afiable manners 
yet bespoke the intruders gentlemen. A ration of 
bread, wine, and sausage, and a cigar, being distri- 
buted, each paid punctually for his share, to the 
astonishment of the bystanders. Gradually the 
mutual distrust vanished, and villagers and soldiers 
began to fraternize. The musical bands were sum- 

7 
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moned, and the grand religious ceremony and the 
procession for the Madonna gave placie to a ball, 
which lasted far into the night. Patriotic hymns, 
taught and learned in a trice, were sung in chorus, 
and by dint of this musical propaganda, with the aid 
of the Furlane, the Monferrine, the Tarantella, the 
villagers were soon filled with patriotic fire. They 
understood that we were not soldiers by profession, 
but that we were fighting for a holy cause ; and soon 
their wives and .children, forgetting their fears, the 
Madonna and the church, joined in the song and 
dance, and became enthusiastic Garibaldine. 

The syndic prepared a sumptuous repast, and 
invited the principal liberals of the town to meet 
tiie staff; but the CalabriMi officers, who had led 
their followers to a sequestered slope in order to 
avoid coming in contact with the villagers, stead- 
fastly refused to accept the invitation. 

" Do come to Pedavoli ? " I said to Colonel 
Plutino, as I arrived at his nook out of breath with 
hunting for him. 

" To avenge Komeo ? " 

" No ! to eat roast chicken.'* 

" I fear poison, or a random shot from a window." 
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" I've just seen the syndic's table spread ; flower 
of maocaroni^ golden butter, hives of honey, choicest 
wines, fruits and flowers in abundance, sweet-scented 
linen, massive plate and beaming welcome await us. 
On these conditions, my dear colonel, it is worth 
while running the risk of being poisoned." 

** Every one to his taste ; I shan't come down." 

Bemonstrances were useless, so we dined without 
the Calabrian officers. 

After dinner, in virtue of the poHtical authority con- 
ferred on him by the council of war. Colonel Muss 

organized a revolutionary committee in Pedavoli, and 
sent circulars to all the principal towns and villages 
in Calabria, with instructions to collect arms, money, 
and men, and to break out into open insurrection as 
soon as Garibaldi's landing should take place. These 
circulars were signed as follows : — 

" Muss , colonel of the staff, aide-de-camp of 

the Dictator General Garibaldi, commander-in-chief of 
the first expedition to Calabria, endowed with pleni- 
potentiary powers, civil and military." 

Messengers were despatched to Palmi to purchase 
ammunition, and convey it to Aspromonte, 

On the morrow we left Pedavoli, and at four p.m, 

7—2 
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regained our encampment at the Forestall. There 
we found a beautiful French lady awaiting us, the 

correspondent of the journal , who had quitted 

Messina on the over-night. She told us that the 
Dictator had vanished, that anxiety and perjrfiexity 
reigned in the Garibaldian camp, and that we were 
mourned for dead. At six p.m. Captain Salomone 
returning from the outposts, warned us that masses 
of troops were visible at the extremity of the plateau. 
Our Armida disappeared in a trice, bearing off a 
Rinaldo from our staff. Major Missori and myself 
pushed on beyond the outposts, and in less than 
half an hour descried a large corps of the enemy 
divided into three columns, the wings marching in 
advance of the centre. At half-past seven some four 
thousand men with mountain howitzers, drawn up in 
battle array, occupied a four miles' circuit. Their 
aim was evidently to cut off our retreat. Abandoning 
the house of the Forestali, we sent the Calabrians to 
occupy the mountain peaks, our own men taking up 
position on the slopes. The sick insisted on being 
transported, but the doctor did not succeed in saving 
his ambulance traps, while the cooks left behind the 
sheep, the hams, and the bread which constituted 
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our sole provisions. In a short time the enemy had 
gained the base of the mountain and penetrated into 
the forests on the slopes, while the centre pushed 
on within half a mile of the house, sending forward 
two companies of skirmishers to reconnoitre previous 
to taking possession. 

"I don't see the fun," said Nullo, who com- 
manded the guides with whom I remained in the 
rear, " of leaving our sick comrades without medi- 
cine, and ourselves without food. Who's for a 
venture ? " 

" I am ! I am ! " cried a chorus of voices, and in 
thirty minutes we re-descended. After exchanging a 
few shots, we made a dashing bayonet charge, and 
under a heavy fire, rendered harmless by the trees, 
shrubs, and darkness, we gained the house and car- 
ried ofi" in triumph our provisions, medicines, ban- 
dages, pots and pans! Fifteen to the transport, 
fifteen to guard, and not an ounce of food was left 
for the poor skirmishers. We were, however, too 
weary to eat or to rejoice, and having succeeded in 
our aim of drawing the enemy on our track, three 
hours were granted for repose. I cannot say that 
I profited by the permission, for, protected only by a 
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pair of linen trowsers and a shirt, I felt my vitals 
freeze within me. Under a wretched horse-cloth 
four officers lay crouching near me, and one of them 
told me afterwards that the piteous gesture with 
which I had extended my rigid arms towards it had 
so moved his compassion, that he had flung a comer 
across my knees. I remember that on that night 
I longed for death, and realized "L' infinita vanita 
del tutto" 

My brain seemed as frozen as my limbs, yet I 
remember thinking that Cocito, where one freezes, 
was a far more terrible place of punishment than 
Malebolge, where one bums, could be, and that 
Dante understood what he was writing about. 

At last the three murderous hours passed, and 
the order to march was given. After twenty steps 
taken like a dranken man, I gradually recovered the 
use of my limbs and senses, and became myself once 
more. We marched till dawn, and, among other 
consolations, had to wade up to our waist through a 
running stream ; but we walked ourselves warm, and 
laughed at our troubles as usual. Straight as an 
arrow through forests and across mountains we sped 
northwards, in order to escape the enemy's embrace. 
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which wonld inevitably have cruBhed us. The great 
grief of our sudden departure was the non-arrival 
of the ammunition, which we feared the enemy had 
surprised, and the absence of which rendered of no 
avail the natural fastnesses in which we found our- 
selves. We had eaten nothing since our breakfast 
at Pedavoli ; the supper rescued on the. over-night 
made a scant breakfast to-day when divided among 
so many. 

We were now ©n the loftiest summit of Aspro- 
monte, and had bidden a sad adieu to the potatoes 
on the plain. Lying down to rest in the most 
splendid pine forest that I have ever seen, some one 
proposed that we should descend to inhabited regions, 
and changing our uniform for the Galabrian garb, 
cross over to Catania in fishing boats ; another ven- 
tured to remind us that in the morning the enemy 
had sent a flag of truce, oflfering to convey us to 
Sicily without disarming us, and with all the honours 
of war, but a shout of derision from the daring band 
covered the pusillanimous units with shame and con- 
fusion. Presently an enthusiastic cry of joy echoed 
through the wood. Two intrepid inhabitants of 
Pedavoli, guiding three loaded mules along those 
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arduous paths, had eluded the enemy's vigilance, and 
had hrought us cartridges and hread. 

" Do you think the hread is poisoned ? " I asked 
of Colonel Plutino. ''Why?" "It was made at 
Pedavoli." "But Borneo's death?" "And our 
life ? " "I see you mean to force me to forgive, and 
to eat the tread." 

Calling our men around him. Major Missori, in 
a quiet voice, thus spoke :—" Hitherto our efforts 
have heen successful ; the enemy follows in our track, 
thus thinning his line along the coast. We are 
almost surrounded; it is hardly possihle for us to 
hold out longer than three or four days; hut now 
that the ammunition has arrived, we can at least die 
fighting. Yesterday morning I received honourable 
propositions to capitulate. I replied that Gari- 
baldians never capitulate. Have I spoken out your 
minds ? " 

"Yes," shouted five hundred voices, "we will 
fight, and if needs he, can die." 

" But if any among you do not feel capable of 
this sacrifice, let him depart while there yet is time. 
In a few hours it will be too late." 

He ceased, and a profound silence followed. Then 
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he asked, — " Does any one depart ? " The head of 
each company replied, — " No one." 

Keeping our faces southwards, we crossed the 
mountains from crest to crest, harassing the enemy 
by frequent skirmishes, luring him ever farther and in 
increasing numbers from the shore, but never allowing 
him to out-distance us. On the night of the 17th 
we quietly descended the opposite slope of the Apen^ 
nines, and, after a disastrous march of twenty hours 
over the chalky soil, unsolaced by a tree or by it 
spring, we reached a steep and narrow valley to our 
left. On the slope of a rocky mountain we could 
distinguish the white houses of Bova, which mirrored 
themselves in the Ionian Sea ; to our left, on a cone- 
shaped hill, stood the town of St. Lorenzo. Colonel 
Plutino insisted on our going to Bova. " See,'* he 
exclaimed, pointing to it, " the position is impreg- 
nable ; I know the inhabitants ; I can answer for 
it that they will give us refuge within their walls." 

" We are here to attack, and not to hide," inter- 
rupted the major, **at least, such, I imagine, was 
Garibaldi's idea when he confided this post of honour 
to our keeping. Let us go to St. Lorenzo ; thence 
we can harass the enemy's line from Melito to Eeggio, 
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IIS from Aspromonte we did between Torrecayallo and 
Palmi." 

While wo were discussing, the syndic of St. 
Lorenzo came to invite us, in the name of his fellow 
townsmen, to take up our lot with them for " life or 
for death," We accepted the invitation, and were 
welcomed with open arms by the whole populaition. 
The syndic insisted on entertaining the staff in his 
own house. On the morrow we appointed a committee 
of defence and a yictuaUing commission. I was 
chosen president. My first act was to send a squadron 
to purchase flour and oxen, and another to fortify the 
watermill half-way down the mountain; the defence 
of the position was entrusted to the Galabrese, while 
our own two hundred were ordered to harass the 
enemy by sudden assaults along the main road 
which winds in a semicircle above the shore from 
Amendolio, Mehto, Montebello, Motta-San-Qiovanni, 
St. Lorenzo forming the centre* 

Calling the syndic apart, I asked him whether he 
did not feel stirred up to secure for his native town 
the glory ci being the first on that side the strait to 
proclaim the downfall of the hateful dynasty which 
for 180 years had dishonoured the brave southern 
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populations, and the Dictatorship of Garibaldi in the 
name of liberty and national unity ? 

*' But who will protect the inhabitants from the 
Mng's vengeance ? " he asked. 

" We will ! we who are determined to fight to our 
last breath. Besides, Garibaldi will soon be here." 

The blood rushed to the cheeks of the brave old 
man, the perspiration stood in beads on his brow. 
** Vedremo ! " he exclaimed, and inamediately sum- 
moned the town council. 

In conical hats, short breeches, sandals, and shirt 
sleeves, the conscript fathers came ; their hands were 
homy, their faces bronzed, but their hearts were 
strangers to fear. Rolling drums summoned the 
people to the piazza, and amid deafening shouts of 
joy and of applause the inauguration of a national 
government was proclaimed by the syndic from the 
balcony, and the unstained tricolour hoisted over the 
town-hall. 

" You have taken on yourself too lightly a respon- 
sibility, which will result in the town being razed, 
and the inhabitants massacred," whispered in my ear 
the prudent Colonel Plutino on the morrow, his dislike 
to all acts of a popular character oozing out. 
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**Well, I shan't have time to feel remorse," I 
answered, " considering that the first to be massacred 
will be ourselves." 

The dialogue was interrupted by the roar of cannon 
near. We hastily recalled our men from the foraging 
expedition, for the certainty that Garibaldi, had landed 
filled all our hearts. Marching in the direction of 
the cannonading, which never ceased, we met a 
messenger galloping towards us. He brought a note 
for Major Missori. 

**I have landed at Melito. Come. — G. Gari- 
baldi." 

At seven p.m. we reached the mountain height 
overlooking Melito. On a para,llel mountain, divided 
by a steep and narrow gorge, Garibaldi was encamped 
with 4,000 men. As they descried us, caps were 
thrown up, and shouts of deafening welcome rent the 
air. On the shore the Franklin lay stranded, and 
the Torino was blazing furiously under the broadside 
of two Bourbon steamers, while a third sent us a thun- 
dering salutation in the shape of bombs and grenades. 

On the morning of the 22nd we were below 
Reggio. Garibaldi, who had preceded us, had gained 
a height commanding the city, and had already begun 



THE PIONEEBS, 109 

the assault. We joined him at midday ; he wrung 
our hands, praised our line of conduct, and inebriated 
us with his wondrous smile. The enemy, having 
gained a height superior to ours, commenced a 
murderous fire, but the General soon dislodged them 
by a gallant bayonet charge : then finding that the 
fire from the fort of Reggio on our rear was very 
annoying, he ordered sMajor Missori to choose thirty 
of his best marksmen, to approach the fort cautiously, 
and pick off" the gunners. 

" March separately," he said, " and, if needs be, 
on all fours, to avoid the bombs ; I forbid any one to 
get wounded ! ** And advancing to an overhanging 
ledge of rock, he stood watching our descent. 

Major Missori entrusted me with the command 
of the thirty. I led them within half a gunshot of the 
fort, and so accurate was their aim that nearly all 
the gunners were killed or wounded at their pieces, 
and after two hours' incessant firing on both sides 
the garrison hoisted the white flag, and the fort 
surrendered. 

On the same day, in consideration of the services 
rendered by the mice to the lion, all the staflf were 
promoted, and I was made lieutenant. 
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In the evening of the day in which we had defeated 
the Bourbons and taken Keggio, Garibaldi had gone 
to bed at half-past eight as usual^ and some half 
dozen of us were standing round chattering as he 
smoked and read the daily papers, when General 
Bixio entered suddenly, saying, — 

" Generale ! The enemy is slowly beating a retreat 
on Villa San Giovanni ; shall we surprise him ? " 

Turning a look of affectionate pride on this most 
daring of his generals, who spoke in Genoese dialect 
so welcome to his ears. Garibaldi replied, — 

" Our soldiers need rest ; go you and get your 
wound dressed: we will surprise the enemy to- 
morrow." 

" I'm all right, Generale ; this is only a scratch,'* 
said Bixio, pointing to his arm pierced by a ball that 
morning, now bandaged in a sling. 
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''I suppose the balls that reach yon are made 
of puff-paste;" then turning to his fidthfol Basso, 
Garibaldi said, ** Order a carriage for five A.M." 

^^ I bet anything the General means to make the 
two Bourbon brigades prisoners in his morning 
drive,", said Bixio as he left the room with Basso. 

Garibaldi heard the remark, smiled, and said 
nothing, but went on reading the Sicilian papers ; he 
was calm and radiant as at his pavilion in Palermo. 
That day was one of the brightest, because one of the 
most decisive in his career as a liberator. Beggio 
was the prelude to Naples, as Galatafimi had been to 
Palermo. The landing at Melito on the Calabrian 
shores had cost infinitely more time and trouble than 
that of Marsala on the Sicilian, but he had overcome 
all the moral and material obstacles and achieved 
complete success. Looking up firom one of the papers 

he turned to Marquis T , colonel on his own staff, 

and also a confidant of the King, and said sadly, but 
without any bitterness, — 

" Your Admiral P had received orders to allow 

me to go to the bottom rather] than afford ine any 
assistance," 

" He wouldn't even have sent a dingy to save the 
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marquis, the friend of the house," whispered Nullo 
to me in Bergamasco dialect. The General overheard 
him, laughed, and continued, — 

" In order to cross the Straits, we had to scour 
half the Mediterranean from Messina to Caprera, 
Palermo and Malta ere we could anchor at Melito ! " 

The marquis, who was a good-natured sort of 
fellow, and who probably did not relish the idea of 
the bath which his ungrateful friends would have left 
him to share with Garibaldi, laughed also, and said, — 

'^ Doubtless, General, the admiral and his masters 
wished to leave the whole merit of the enterprise to 
you." 

" The whole risk, marquis ! " I said. " The 
Piedmontese are good communists. We sow, they 
reap ; that's their idea of division of labour." 

At five on the following morning Garibaldi called 
Missori, the head of the Guides, who had been on the 
over-night promoted to the rank of lieutenant-colonel 
for his conduct in the Galabrian expedition, and 
ordered him to ride on about a mile in front of his 
carriage. 

I obtained permission to accompany him, and we 
mustered about tweniy* The Guides, who belonged 
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to the Generars own bodyguard, were for the most 
part handsome and elegant youths; nobles, landed 
proprietors, or students belonging to some of the best 
families in Upper Italy. Garibaldi's presence, which 
renders even timid men brave, had such an eflfect on 
them, that they were continually daring each other to 
the maddest acts. The General knowing this always 
tried to moderate their zeal ; hence, as we had taken 
leave of him, he recalled Missori, and repeated, — 

^' Don't outdistance me more than a mile, and 
when you have discovered the enemy's whereabouts, 
send me word." 

The landing of General Cosenz with his brigade 
at Bagnara was hourly expected; so that while he 
would cut off their retreat by land on one side, we 
should pursue them by the other, and taken thus 
between two fires they would be forced either to accept 
a battle under unfavourable conditions, or to embark ; 
it seemed probable that they would choose the latter 
altern«!,tive, as, protected by the forts of Punta del 
Pezzo, Torrecavallo, Altafiumara, Scylla, and several 
men-of-war — a descent from the high-road which 
winds above the shore to the sea was comparatively 
easy. 

8 
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The Dictator's carriage was followed by his own 
aides and about two hundred foot soldiers. We pre- 
ceded him at a gallop, and were soon three miles 
ahead. Between the shore and the series of hills 
which run up to the spine of the Apennines, the 
Calabrian side of the Straits is gemmed with towns, 
isolated villas, gardens, olive groves, and vineyards. 
Beneath a shady avenue of orange trees we found 
several baskets of freshly gathered grapes and figs ; 
the proprietor advancing to meet us invited us to 
partake thereof, saying, — 

" Your horses leave a luminous track behind them, 
the bright track of liberty ! " and, indeed, all the 
inhabitants seemed of the same opinion, for they 
gathered round us, enchanted yet bewildered to find 
that their weary, long-worn chains of despotism had 
fallen from their limbs so suddenly. 

After a few minutes' halt we were again on the 
enemy's track. Already we had taken fifty prisoners 
who had lagged behind to drink acquavite, and con- 
signed them to the National Guard of the nearest 
village, which immediately augmented its numbers in 
proportion to the muskets seized. While I was 
engaged in superintending the consignment, our 
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commander, with two officers rode on, and returning 
with another batch of prisoners, informed us that he 
had advanced within three hundred paces of the 
enemy's rear. 

"Let's go, and get a glimpse of them," said I to 
NuUo. 

" Very well ! I'll wait here for you," said the 
colonel; "we are good five miles ahead of the 
General, and I must send Wk a messenger." 

Nullo, Ensign Bezzi, Sergeant Quaiotto, two 
guides, and myself darted off to satisfy our curiosity. 
As we reached the first houses of the long straggling 
village of San Giovanni, which overhangs the fort 
of Punta del Pezzo, we came up with a diligence; 
the conductor, questioned by Nullo, informed us that 
the royal army was already miles ahead; he spoke 
scornfully and looked at us with eyes askance. 

" That's false," cried several people who had 
gathered round us, " he is deceiving you purposely." 

"I would arrest him," I whispered to Nullo; 
" he has the face of a villain, and very probably is 
a bearer of despatches from the enemy." Nullo 
ordered his person to be searched, and found letters 
from the Bourbon general Briganti to Bourbon agents 

8—2 
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in Eeggio, asking for particulars concerning Garibaldi's 
numbers and movements, 

*' Spy of the enemy ! Shoot him ! do shoot him ! " 
cried several of the bystanders gathering round NuUo* 

"The General must decide that point," he 
replied ; " meanwhile, let a picket of the National 
Guard keep him a close prisoner, not losing sight of 
him for a moment." 

As we galloped on, the inhabitants of the district, 
crowding to the streets and the windows to see the 
six red shirts following so closely on the enemy's 
heels, took us for parlementaires. About a bow-shot 
from the farthest end of the village, the road, turning 
sharply to the right, brought us face to face with a detach- 
ment of fifty soldiers ranged in two files with ordered 
arms, at the foot of a bridge that overarched the dry 
bed of a torrent. Loosing our reins, we dashed into 
their midst, and, with revolvers at full cock, cried, 
" Lay down your arms — ^you are prisoners," Thus 
taken by surprise, jostled by our horses and cowed by 
the imperious tones we assumed, the soldiers threw 
down their arms and raised their hands to their 
kepis ; but, at the same moment, the head of a column 
of their own troops appearing on the bridge, they 
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caught up their muskets and stood again with ordered 
arms. What were we to do now ? The detachment 
was by our side, the column in front of us. We 
must die flying or die fighting ; there was no time to 
weigh our possible chances. The appearance of the 
column, the reseizal of their muskets by the soldiers, 
and Nullo's avantiy all happened in five seconds ; in 
the next, with spurs in our horses' flanks, we had 
gained the bridge ; the enemy's column, bewildered 
by our impetuosity, opened out to let us pass, and, 
before we well knew where we were, we found our- 
selves on the other side of the bridge in the very 
centre of Briganti's column, encamped on the square 
of San Giovanni, parallel with the main road ; near 
the bridge two squadrons of mounted lancers and the 
infentry were drawn up. To the cry of "Viva I'ltalia ! 
lay down your arms and join Garibaldi," we rode 
from one end to the other of the enemy's line as if we 
had been on drill or at a review ; and since the soldiers, 
motionless and thunderstruck, neither shot us down 
nor ran us through with their bayonets, nor even 
called on us to surrender, we put our horses to a slow 
pace, and, dispersing ourselves throughout the line, 
began openly to preach rebellion. 
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" Garibaldi/' (thus ran our text), " is dose at 
hand with his army, reinforced by various landings ; 
you are Italians as well m ourselves ; why wage this 
fratricidal war ? Unite with us, and together we will 
march to the liberation of Venice : Garibaldi will 
allow you to retain your grades. You are brave- — 
Garibaldi told you so at Calatafimi — but your battles, 
fought at a tyrant's bidding, are inglorious. Do you 
thirst for glory ? Fight for Italian liberty ; tear the 
flag of the king who dishonours you and come with 
us. Viva ritaHa ! Viva Garibaldi ! " 

Whether it was our audacity, the novelty of find- 
ing theniselves harangued by their enemies, the name 
of Garibaldi, the mysterious influence of the times, 
the belief that our army was close at hand, the dis- 
heartening eflfect of yesterday's defeat, or all these 
causes combined, I cannot undertake to say; but 
certain it is that a universal cry of " Viva Gtiribaldi, 
viva ritalia ! " burst from the Bourbon ranks, while 
numbers of soldiers, breaking from the lines, came 
round us to kiss our hands, our knees, and even our 
saddles. 

The oflacers, who by no means shared the enthu- 
siasm of their soldiers, would gladly have emptied 
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their revolvers down our throats ; still, though their 
attitude was hostile, they kept perfect silence for a few 
minutes ; then, seeing that we stood a good chance of 
winning over their brigade there and then, they 
gathered together to deliberate on the best course to 
take under these unprecedented circumstances. An 
interval of ominous silence ensued, which to me 
seemed to prelude the failure of our enterprise, I 
especially noted an old corporal sitting on a mile 
stone in front of his picket, tracing hieroglyphics 
on the sand, with his brows knit, his whole atti- 
tude expressive of anger and mortification. Presently 
he. began in a low tone to talk of military fidelity, 
of the oath, of honour, and of the duty of each 
soldier to run his bayonet through our bodies ; 
signs of hesitation and of dark thoughts coursed 
rapidly over the countenances of the soldiers as 
they listened to him. "We are gone coons,** I 
thought to myself, "if this goes on." With a 
sudden spur in my horse's flank, I caused him to rear 
up on his hind legs, and coming between the corporal 
and his men, I bent over and whispered in his ear, 
" If you don't shut up, I'll make you swallow the 
contents of this." He glowered back at me, but 
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seeing the revolyer at fall-cock^ relapsed into his 
former position. At this juncture one of the officers 
informed the brigade and ourselves that they had 
resolved that the decision of whether they should join 
Garibaldi or remain fedthful to their flag, should be 
left with their own General, 

*' Where is the General ? " asked Nullo. " Bring 
him here immediately ; he must come with us and 
signify his decision to the Dictator in person." 

General Briganti was found in a church, repeating 
his rosary; rumour said that he had taken refuge 
there from sheer fright convinced that Garibaldi 
had surrounded and surprised his brigade; but his 
aspect and bearing did not convey that impression at 
all. He soon made his appearance, and we at once 
gathered round him. 

" General," said Nullo, " I summoned you to 
follow us to the presence of the Dictator in order 
to ti'eat with him concerning the surrender of your 
brigade ; he is near at hand at the head of his 
army." 

The General, subjugated by Nullo's thundering 
accent, flashing eyes and enormous moustache, and 
influenced probably much more by the evident indis- 
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cipline in his ranks, answered with Olympic serenity^ 
" My son, I will accompany you with pleasure." 

Nullo and I placed ourselyes on either side ; and 
six lancers came as escort, Briganti must have been 
about sixty years of age ; of commanding person and 
gentlemanly bearing, his face was at once brave and 
winning. 

"I am very glad," he said, "to make the 
personal acquaintance of your chief, my brave youths ; 
as an ensign I also fought for Itahan independence on 
the Po, under King Murat, Now I have pledged my 
soldier's faith to Francis EC., and I shall never break 
that pledge. Nevertheless I admire your valour and 
sympathize with the cause which you uphold." 

** General," I exclaimed, " honour to all who 
maintain their plighted faith " 

" Young man ! " he said, interrupting me, 
" those are wise words." 

" But," I continued, " your faith to your King 
renders you unfaithful to your country, causes you 
to spill fraternal blood in order to keep it enslaved : 
you cannot hesitate in your choice. Will you not,, 
in 1860, reappear as General on the Po, where you 
say you fought as ensign in 1815 ? The same enemy 
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awaits you on the same spot, and there honour and 
glory march hand-in-hand." 

Ere he could reply a carriage full of red shirts 
appeared on the bridge ; it contained our commander 
and several guides, who, wondering at our prolonged 
absence, had come in search of us. The inhabitants 
of the town had informed him of our adventures, and 
with three officers in his carriage he presented himself 
in the midst of the enemy to continue our propaganda. 

As we traversed the town, the streets were so 
crowded that it was difficult to pass ; the inhabitants, 
who had given us up for lost, on seeing us with 
General Briganti, overwhelmed us with congratula- 
tions and applause. Garibaldi, who had received the 
tidings, was preparing to profit by our good fortune 
without delay, but was still at four miles' distance from 
the town. Briganti, surprised at not meeting any of 
our soldiers for the first two miles, suddenly asked, — 

" Where is the Dictator ? Then he cannot be so 
near as you led me to suppose." 

Taking fire at this covert hint at bad faith, Nullo 
replied sharply, — 

"When General Garibaldi comes within four 
miles of an enemy, that enemy is sure to be either 



vBNi, viin,-vioi. 12a 

defeated or to surrender; Yesterday yon were 
defeated, to-day you will surrender." 

Briganti did not reply, but ui^ed his horse into 
a trot. I kept pace with him, and in order to gild 
the pill, I said, '^ In military strategy, reality forma 
the warp and fiction the woof." 

Ere he could reply we came up with the Marquis 

T , and Nullo presented him to Briganti as staflf- 

colonel to the Dictator. 

^' You can return," said, the marquis, turning 
to us^ 

**We are going to accompany the General to 
head-quarters." 

" I will conduct him thither, myself." 

'^ But colonel! the General consented to come 
with us." 

** I will reKeve you of your charge." 

Discipline and duty sealed our lips; calling the 
marquis aside, I said,: — 

** See that a messenger be sent to Garibaldi, and 
let the 200 soldiers who came out from Beggio with 
us be distributed, so as to make the most of them. 
Briganti thinks that our entire army has landed, and 
it is important that he should continue to think so«?' 
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Then we turned our horses' heads and rode off, 
leaving the marquis to wear the laurels that he had 
not won. Repassing the town, we were compelled to 
dismount and accept the hospitality of one of the 
many citizens who entreated us to enter their houses. 
I had just hrushed away some of the clouds of dust 
in which we were enveloped, and was plunging my 
face into a basin of water, keeping one eye on a table 
in the adjoining room laden with fruit, that seemed 
gathered in an earthly paradise, when a man, with his 
eyes starting out of his head, rushed up the stairs 
and whispered to me that a picket of Bourbon lancers 
were dashing through the town in the direction of 
Briganti's brigade. With hair and face still dripping 
I girt on my sword, called out to Nullo, who was in 
another room, and springing into the saddle, made 
for the lancers, whom I descried in the distance. I 
was mounted on an English horse taken at Beggio, 
which literally flew over the ground, enabling me to 
outdistance the enemy in no time; that done, I 
wheeled round, and, with sword drawn, cried out, 
*' Back ! you are prisoners ; come with me to the Dic- 
tator's head-quarters." A major, two captains, a 
doctor, four sergeants, and about eight privates, com- 
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posed the picket. They halted, stood for a moment 
as if undecided what to do, and then the major drew 
his sword. 

" Back," I repeated, " even General Briganti is 
in our hands." 

" Let us go to Garibaldi," cried the soldiers, 
and suiting the action to the word, they turned round 
their horses; I rode up to the major's side. He 
sheathed his sword, and said quietly, — 

" I am your prisoner ; I have a flag ; it is 
yours ! " 

Just then NuUo joined us. 

" Keep your flag," I replied, " or offer it to 
Garibaldi; transform yourselves into soldiers of 
liberty; you will be promoted, and we shall go 
together and fight the Austrians." 

The officers shrugged their shoulders, and the 
major said with an ironical smile, — 

" The Austrians are far off, and we are near ; you • 
must fight us before you can reach them. Vi pare ! " 

But the sergeants murmured, "We will go to 
Garibaldi," and the soldiers echoed their words. 
The major turned frowningly towards them and 
said, " We shall obey the orders of our chief." 
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" They have just returned from a reconnoitrmg 
eq^edition," whispered Nulla, who had been talking 
to one of the soldiers. 

" We just came up with them in time," thought 
I ; if they had reached our brigade they would have 
induced them to decamp in no time, by telling them 
that Gharibaldi, with but few followers, was still at a 
considerable distance. As for Briganti, they would 
have counted on exchanging him for Missori and his 
companions, whom they would have held as hostages. 

The major looked quite capable of attemptiag 
this, but he had comprehended at once that he could 
not count upon his men. During the ride we talked 
politics, war, and literature. He was the eldest son 
of a noble Neapolitan family; a perfect gentleman, 
who had evidently studied much ; with our reputation 
of filibusters, he seemed surprised to find us what we 
were. When we arrived at head-quarters we found 
the Dictator in a peasant's cottage ; the kitchen was 
crowded with officers — ^patriots who had come from 
neighbouring districts to see us and offer their services, 
and correspondents of foreign newspapers. 

"Ah," cried the marquis, as he saw me, *'you 
are here, are you ? " 
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"Yes, marquis ; " and presenting him to the major, 
I made for the room where the General was. 

"You can't go in," said one of the aides on 
guard ; " General Briganti is with the Dictator." 

" He may, if he has anything particular to say," 
said good Basso ; and openmg the door he let me 



" May I say one word to you. General ? " 
Briganti turned to look at some pictures of saints 
upon the wall, while the General walked to the 
window. 

" What lancers are those ?" he asked. 
" Prisoners made by Nullo and myself." 
" Well, what do you want with me ?" 
" General, we have penetrated into the enemy's 
camp, there to preach rebellion; the soldiers lend 
willing ears; the officers seem steadfast, but theu* 
men will force them to surrender. Were you to send 
on the two companies who are with you, just to show 
themselves in the Bourbon camp as the avant-guard 
of the army, it would suffice to win over the entire 
brigade." 

As quietly as though replying to the most trivial 
proposition, Garibaldi said, — 
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^' It's not worth while ! I know this sort of 
people. Don't tmst to them; let matters rest as 
they are." 

So certain did I feel of the wisdom of my sug- 
gestion, that I made another attempt to gain my 
point. The General thrust his hat over his eyes ; 
and at this well-known sign of annoyance I made 
the military salute, saying, "At your service, 
General." 

" Bravo ! " he said, with a smile, as he held out 
his hand, and I withdrew. 

Choked with disappointment, we returned to our 
encampment, while I informed Nullo of the little 
success of our enterprise, and we commented pretty 
freely on Garibaldi's refusal. " Had he with his own 
eyes seen what we have seen, and realized the moral 
dissolution of the brigade, he would have sent the 
two companies in carriages," I concluded. Our 
comrades, whom we found at dinner with the Bourbon 
officers, shared our vexation and surprise, and when, 
an hour later, we beheld Briganti, the Major and the 
three captains quietly seat themselves at table and 
order dinner, we gazed at each other with astonish- 
ment. Presently a guide with perturbed countenance 
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came and whispered in our ear, *^ Garibaldi is outside.'* 
Bowing to the Bourbon officers, we vaulted into our 
saddles, exclaiming, " They are capable of taking him 
prisoner," and soon came up with him. "Follow 
me," he said to us, with his usual calm. He was 
accompanied by a priest called Don Cicillo, who 
served as guide. Abandoning the main road, he led 
us up the mountain by a bridle-path to our right, and 
after about half an hour's steep ascent, halted at a 
gentleman's villa, where Garibaldi, climbing up on 
the roof, commenced a minute examination with his 
spyglass of the surrounding country. The heights of 
San Giovanni and Briganti's camp in the square were 
distinctly visible, and still higher up another of the 
enemy's legions. 

" What soldiers are those ? " asked NuUo of Don 
Cicillo. 

" The Melendez brigade." 

Presently, by a tortuous road hewn in the moun- 
tain, a considerable body of our own troops came 
marching silently. They were the victors of Eeggio. 
Garibaldi, on hearing of our audacious venture into 
the enemy's camp, their consequently suspended 
retreat, the wavering attitude of the soldiery, the 

9 



180 THE BED SHIBT. 

advent of Briganti as parleTnentaire, gave instant 
orders for our soldiers to evacuate Beggio and march 
towards San Giovanni by certain chosen paths. Now 
I understood the significance of his refusal to accede 
to my inexpert propositions, I blushed for my 
presumption, and realized that I did not know even 
the A, B, C of war. 

Garibaldi and Don Cicillo in front, we following, 
and our column close behind us, we wound in perfect 
silence round the mountain of San Giovanni. Taking 
advantage of the darkness of the night, the General 
led his troops to the opposite slope, and there ranged 
them in triple semicircles on the height overhanging 
ilie enemy's encampment. About ten p.m. a mes- 
senger brought the tidings that Cosenz had landed 
with 2,000 men at Bagnara, and, after a skirmish 
at Solano, had led them up to the Forestali, where 
he awaited orders. Garibaldi took a pencil and 
wrote, "Come immediately, by forced marches, to 
the heights of San Giovanni." Then calling Nullo, 
he said, — " Choose fifty men whom you can trust ; 
form them into Indian file, and making them creep 
along the ground, lead them near to the first lines of 
the royal troops ; molest them all night, hinder them 



VENI, VIDI, Viol. 131 

from sleeping; and at dawn, taking the same pre- 
cautions, return." At dawn, leaving our horses, we 
descended lower down the mountain, occupying it 
from flank to flank in concentric lines. To our left, 
on a detached hillock, was our reserve ; lower down 
our artillery. To the right, the postal road (the only 
passage for the Royalists) was completely in the power 
of our troops ; hence retreat or flight was alike impos- 
sible. The first rays of the sun showed them that 
they were encompassed by the iron arms of Briarius. 
As the battalions defiled before him. Garibaldi 
ordered them not to respond to the fire of the enemy, 
who was saluting us with four howitzers and the 
carbines of the sharpshooters. He then reascended, 
and took up his position, alone and erect as a statue, 
on a pedestal at the very summit of the mountain. 
Visible to all eyes, the enemy marked him at once, 
and saluted him with a volley of grenades, which fell 
around him or burst in the air. Five thousand red 
shirts flamed at his feet in a series of parallel curves, 
at once formidable and picturesque ; at the base of 
the mountain the enemies, whom he had so often 
defeated, ireful and impotent ; and beyond, beautiful 
and majestic Sicily exulting in his gift of freedom. 

9-2 
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It seemed the apotheosis of the Hero. 

Each line was entrusted to an aide-de-camp. 

*' You come with me," said Colonel T . I 

oheyed ; and for some time my occupation consisted 
in riding from one end of the lines to the other, to 
compel the soldiers to seat themselves, ^nd see that 
they kept ordered arms. The enemy," not knowing 
what to make of our silence, redoubled their fire, and 
sent several of our soldiers from their comfortable 
positions on the slope to their final rest. A sup- 
pressed cry of rage and ill-concealed impatience rose 
from our ranks as they saw their unavenged comrades 
fall, but none dared to disobey; throughout three 
mortal hours not a musket was fired from our camp, 
although our avant-guard was within a stone's throw 
of the enemy's. I confess that I understood no better 
than the soldiers the object of that forced immobility, 
that abstinence from the offensive, when the mathe- 
matical certainty of victory was evident to all ; but, 
warned by my rashness on the preceding day, I did 
not doubt that the result would be as decisive as 
unforeseen. 

" Caro marquis," said I, " let us seat ourselves 
on this stone and smoke." 
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" I never smoke before breakfast." 

While I was lighting my cigar a grenade burst 
near us, covering our persons and faces with earth 
and grass. 

*' This is our breakfast, marquis." 

" So it seems." 

By mere chance the balls of the sharpshooters 
whistled more frequently about us than elsewhere. 

" They have certainly recognized you, marquis, 
as the friend of the King's chief enemy." 

" Well, you'll get your share of their messages." 

" Not a bit of it ; your loves are not mine, and 
these balls are not sent to my address." 

" You are a queer set, you EepuUicans. But I 
will say I never met merrier fellows under fire in my 
life. Well ! if I should fall a victim to this unsatis- 
factory, one-sided warfare, take this bag that I wear 
round my neck — ^it contains my purse and my will — 
and give it to the lady whose address you will find 
in it." 

** Poor lady ! What a delicate commission you 
entrust me with. Shall I recommend her to your 
King?" 

" By no means ! " 
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''Ah! I understand," 

At the fourth hour Garibaldi ordered a white flag 
to be hoisted ; and a white blanket stuck on a pole and 
held out by a soldier appeared on the roof of a house 
in the enemy's vicinity. Suddenly the soldier slipped 
on the sloping side of the roof, bringing the blanket 
with him in his fall. 

" Bravo ! " cried a soldier near us in Milanese 
dialect, "He's lost his footing; that's a sign that 
Garibaldi and a white flag agree as well as the devil 
and holy water." 

" Mere prejudice ! " said the marquis, with philo- 
sophical irony. 

The enemy redoubled his fire, and the soldiers 
did not rise. A second rushed forward to seize the 
blanket, and fell as the first had done. 

" They've killed him ! they've killed him ! they've 
fired on the flag of truce ! " exclaimed a thousand 
voices in a breath ; and, moved by a common impulse, . 
with a simultaneous movement, accompanied by a 
flash of bayonets, each man sprung to his feet, and it 
was only by superhuman efibrts that we prevented 
them from rushing down en masse upon tUe enemy,, 
and hurling him into the sea. The fire meanwhile 
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slackened, and presently ceased. Sending for the 
marquis, the General said to him, ^^ Go to Melendez, 
tell him to deliver up his arms, and to disperse his 
men to their own homes." The noble orator descended, 
and, preceded by a trumpeter, entered the royal camp. 
At the same moment the messenger despatched to 
Gosenz retmned, to announce the imminent arrival of 
the brigade from Aspromonte* 

'^ Go and meet them,.'' said the General to me ; 
** range one regiment in order of battle on the summit 
of the mountain, and let the second encamp as a 
reserve on the ridge." 

In about a quarter of an hour I met the chief 
ambulance just arrived from Beggio, and refound my 
wife, after a separation of twenty eventful days. She 
gave me some clean linen and two magnificent peaches, 
one of which, with a piece of black bread, made me a 
sumptuous breakfast ; the other I gave to Garibaldi, 
as soon as I had ranged the brigade ; and it was the 
only thing that had passed his lips throughout the day. 
The opportune arrival of the Cosenz brigade, arranged 
like an immense festoon over the arch of the mountain, 
completed the grandeur of the scene, and gave us, for 
the first and only time throughout the campaign, an; 
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absolute numerical superiority over the Bourbons. 
The corpulent marquis, panting with his Alpine 
scramble, accompanied two Bourbon officers to parley ; 
one was a captain, the other a lieutenant. Garibaldi, 
seated on the ground, was smoking his half cigar ; 
we were standing round him. 

*' Well?" he said, turning to the captain, with 
vibrating accent, while a severe expression gathered 
over his face. The captain, accustomed to military 
etiquette, to pomp and ceremony, decorations and 
epaulettes, seemed surprised at Garibaldi's posture, 
at his modest costume, his wide-awake hat, his half- 
penny cigar, and the squalid appearance of his suite. 
With haughty mien, he wandered off into a long 
speech about their strength and numbers, the support 
afforded by the fleet, the hourly expected succour from 
General Viale. Garibaldi, ever intolerant of long- 
winded discourses, interrupted him, saying, " Come 
to facts. Do you choose to surrender unconditionally ? 
You are in my power. I can make you prisoners,. or 
push you into the sea if I choose ; but I permit you 
to go to your own homes disarmed, or retain your 
rank and serve under my flag. I give you till one p.m. 
to decide." And he dismissed them. 
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" Better fling them into the sea and avenge the 
assassinated standard-bearer," said an ensign, dressed 
in spick and span uniform, seated on a ridge near ns. 

Garibaldi, hearing the arrogant advice, turned his 
eyes slowly on the speaker, and then asked, in an 
under tone, " Who is that strong-minded indi- 
vidual?" 

" A. G., correspondent of an English newspaper." 

A smile of the finest irony passed over the 
General's face, but the attention of all was at that 
moment attracted to the Straits, in the centre of 
which we descried the royal Mgate Borhona, of fifty 
guns, which had just steamed out of Scylla. Our 
battery of field artillery, ranged along the shore of 
the Faro, had the audacity to attack her, and for 
more than an hour an unequal combat was waged, 
supported on the enemy's side by the guns of Fort 
Torrecavallo. As from the seats of an amphitheatre 
we watched with admiration the spectacle that was 
new to most of us. Our young artillerymen went 
desperately to work ; we could distinguish each shot, 
its failure or success ; and from beating hearts, the 
cries of '' too low ! " " too high ! " " aslant ! " " that 
hit ! " " go it again ! " resounded on all sides. 
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" Si bmn ffuerrier al mar come alV asciuttOy'^* 

Garibaldi's eyes sparkled with unwonted splen^ 
dour. 

'* It's a pity to spoil her, she's a bran-new 
frigate," muttered the marquis, between his teeth ; 
'* sooner or later she will belong to our King, and 
his Majesty won't be pleased at the effects of this 
chUd's play." 

*' Laissez lea enfana gagner ses ^erons" said the 
General, without taking his eye from the spyglass, 
and, in fact, this was the first trial of his artillery- 
men. The splendid ship fired two broadsides, 
strewing the shore with death and destruction, but 
gradually she received warm replies — ^more rapidly and 
with surer aim, the shots poured from our cannon, 
and the commander of the frigate, thinking perhaps 
that he had had enough of it, decided on continuing 
his route, our men firing into his stern, and, even 
when their balls could no longer hope to reach him» 
giving him a parting salute. 

The Bourbon captain and lieutenant returned 
after a long delay, but instead of bringing a decisive 
answer it was evident^ by their puerile proposals, their- 
* As good a waxiiot at sea as on diy lancU— Aueosto. 
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hesitation^ that they merely sought to gain time; 
moreover, their hopes of speedy succour and of an 
embarkation during the night peeped out from time 
to time : at last, as the sine qud non of surrender, 
they asked for the promotion of the ofl&cers. Pulling 
his hat right down over his eyebrows, Garibaldi, in a 
voice which admitted no reply, said — 

" I never bargain, and now I refuse your oflScers 
on any terms ;" then turning to me, " Go you to 
Melendez," and taking out his watch, " summon him 
to unconditional surrender within twenty minutes. 
I allow a quarter of an hour for you to gain the camp ; 
at twenty-five minutes to four I shall attack. Tell 
Menotti, who is at the avant-guard, to hold his men 
in readiness.— Go you, also," he added, turning to 
the marquis. 

With rapid strides we descended the mountain ; 
the Bourbon ofl&cers remarked the wild impatience of 
our men to come to blows. Arrived at the avant- 
guard, Menotti exclaimed, "What! more parleying? 
Papa is too indulgent ! " I gave him his father's 
orders, and pressed on. As we reached the ground 
dividing our outposts from those of the enemy, the 
Bourbon captain advised ps to remain, affirming that 
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they could not guarantee our Kves from the fiiry of 
their soldiers. 

" We will bear your chiefs ultimatum to General 
Melendez, and return here with his answer." 

" We do not fear the fury of your soldiers," I 
replied, " and if, in open violation of the laws of war, 
a hair of our head be touched. Garibaldi will avenge 
us ; not one of you will leave this camp alive. Look 
there ! *' And turning I pointed to our legions pressing 
down en masse towards the enemy's lines. The sun, 
sinking towards the west, caused the bayonets to 
flash and kindle like flames of fire moving towards 
us. The ominous tramp of the troops in their rapid 
march, and at intervals the clash of arms fell dis- 
tinctly on our ears. The sensation of fear pene- 
trating to the brain of the Bourbon soldiery by the 
double organs of sight and hearing, did much to 
rectify any false notions they might have formed 
concerning their position. As we reached the enemy's 
outposts, I requested the captain to conduct us to 
the presence of Melendez. At the spot on which 
we stood the descent terminated abruptly, and the 
brigade was encamped on a wide plateau divided 
into vineyards and orchards ; thence the descent was 
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still steeper, and at the foot lay the town of San 
Giovanni. Brought into the presence of Melendez, 
I laid before him the dilemma of Garibaldi, watch in 
hand. 

The marquis tried to gild the pill, and by 
examples, quotations, and syllogisms sought to bring 
the General to terms. But though I ignored the 
aim, I religiously respected Garibaldi's intention 
to avoid a battle, and interrupting the orator I 
said, — 

" General, you have but eight minutes, and see, 
the birds of prey are swooping down.*' 

" I will consult my officers," he said, and with 
evident perturbation he left us. The marquis 
favoured me with the rest of his speech and added, — 

"Believe me, experience is necessary to manage 
these afl&drs ; you were too literal in transmitting the 
General's message ; I, on the contrary, with a little 
management and logic, have succeeded in persuading 
him. You will see that he surrenders." 

" I have no doubt of it ! Pity that he did not 
hear the second part of your discourse ; he would 
have yielded on the spot." 

" Then why did you interrupt me? " 
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A fiightfdl clamour now interrupted me in my 
turn. It rose from Briganti's soldiers, who, weary 
of Bubterfages, mindful of yesterday's harangue, 
aware of Garibaldi's proposals, and conscious of 
impending ruin, had thrown down their arms, 
abandoned their officers, and clustering in bands were 
merrily making their way home. But three minutes 
were wanting to complete the twenty when we saw 
the officers leave Melendez and make for their 
various corps. The general returned to us and 
announced the surrender. At the twentieth minute 
Menotti arrived with the van, and a few minutes 
after Garibaldi. A battery, a number of horses, four 
thousand muskets, and the fort of Punta del Pezzo, 
the only one that is situate on the beach, were the 
spoglie opime. That night we slept at San Gio- 
vanni. 

On the morrow at dawn we mounted and rode to 
the forts situate on the heights. As Garibaldi 
approached, the garrisons, without a summons, with- 
out a menace, without any display of our forces, 
evacuated them voluntarily and made their exit 
unarmed. As if by magic, the forts of Torrecavallo, 
Altafiumara^ and Scylla fell into our hands ; these, 
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together with Punta del Pezzo, and on the Sicilian 
side^ the batteries of the Faro, formed an impregnable 
triangle, precluded the transit of the enemy's ships, 
and protected the landing of our own troops. 
Garibaldi, radiant with satisfaction, surrounded by 
his generals, Medici, Sirtori, Bixio, and Gosenz, was 
watching the scrambling descent of the bewildered 
Bourbons, when he heard my wife ask Sirtori for 
orders for the ambulance, and turning to her with 
a facetious smile, he said, — 

"What do we want with ambulances ? See how 
politely they are moving on. We shall reach Naples, 
Signora, without the aid of your rags and plaster.'* 

Calling me aside, he ordered me to cross the 
Straits and carry' instructions to General Milbitz for 
the transit of six thousand men and the artillery. I 
executed my commission, and recrossing the Straits, 
rejoined him just beyond Scylla, where he was 
reposing under the shadow of a balcony by the road- 
side. When he awoke I gave him an account of my 
morning's work. 

*' Did they embark at once ? " he asked. 

" At once. General." 

** Were you present at their landing ? " 
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*' No, General ; but by this time- 



Comb in hand, the hair he was in the act of parting 
hanging over his eyes, he stopped me in the middle 
of my sentence, saying, — 

" It is my wont, when I have an important matter 
in hand, to stand by till it is completed, then I am 
certain that it is completed." 

Feeling all the colours of the rainbow flush over 
my face in succession, I answered, in a choking 
voice, — 

" General, you shall not have to tell me that 
twice." 

Taciturn, and with hang-down head, all that 
day and the next I could not get over the sting of 
that reproof, which was perfectly just, but deduced 
from an order of ideas to which my mind had not 
turned. To a soldier under Garibaldi, a bullet seems 
a proof of fortune's favour compared with the faintest 
censure from his lips, and perhaps that is one of the 
hidden causes of what the world calls his miracles ! 

The disbanded soldiers of the two brigades, like 
the snow-flake rolling from the crest of the Alps, 
which becomes an avalanche before it reaches the 
base, swelled their numbers by inducing the bat- 
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talions of Palmi, Bagnara, and MUeto to follow their 
example. Then the misshapen mass dispersed ; each 
soldier went to his own home, to tell of the royal 
defeat and Garibaldi's generosity. I fell in again 

with the major of the Lancers, Count C , my 

ex-prisoner; he recognized me, shook hands with 
emotion, and said to me, among other things :— 

" Your Garibaldi is a great man ! " 

" Of course he is." 

" But he is so in my eyes for other reasons than 
yours." 

" Possibly." 

" At San Giovanni he might have exterminated 
us, and sent us prisoners to Sicily. We were four 
thousand men ! Any other general would have done 
so ; but he bore in silence our three hours' incessant 
fire, and this disdainful magnanimity subjugated our 
soldiers more than all his victories." 

" I allow he was the only magnanimous one in 
the camp. If we had had the chance, we should 
just have driven you into the sea at the bayonet's 
point." 

" Of course he was the only one ! He alone, 
understanding the times and the quarto d'ora — an 

10 
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Italian confirontiiig Italians — divined by sudden inspi- 
ration all the series of consequences of a refased 
battle and of granted liberty. A flash of genius 
revealed to him the dismemberment of our legions as 
they came in contact one with the other, and in the 
background of the picture the triumph of his idea 
transfigured in prodigy." 

" Then it was a revolutionary sorites, by which 
the predicate of the first proposition forms the subject 
of the succeeding one ? " 

'* You jest, and have a right to do so ; but I 
mourn over the defeat of our cause." 

'* Why do you not rally round the Great Man ; 
the defender of the good cause?" 

" Because my oath, gratitude, and the honour of 
a gentleman bind me to my king." 

" Shall you return home or to the camp ? " 

*' I shall go to Monteleone and join General 
Viale, and persevere until death releases me from 
my oath. You die for liberty, I for duty; your 
sepulchre will be garlanded with praise, mine will 
win but pity from a few impartial judges." 

Somehow or other the words of this knight of 
legitimacy, this Paladin of duty, left a painful impres- 
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fiion on my mind, and I parted from him with 
feelings of the warmest interest. A few days later 
I found him once more in the camp, compelled to 
undergo mortifications similar to those of San Gio- 
vanni ; hut he " persevered ; " and at the hattle of the 
Voltumo fell transfixed hy the bullets that had twice 
spared him, and was buried in a common grave with 
hundreds of others, so that even the pity he had 
hoped for could not have fallen to his lot. 

As San Giovanni commenced Garibaldi's trium- 
phal march to Naples ; tears, ovations, flowers, kisses, 
and the blessings of an imaginative people, who 
believed that a superhuman agency had rent their 
bonds asunder, were rained for a distance of three 
hundred miles on the head of the Liberator. In the 
entry into Palmi I happened, by a mere chance, to 
precede him in a very humble four-wheel ; my wife 
was by my side ; the streets, the squares, the balco- 
nies, the roofs, were one mass of human heads. A 
prolonged inarticulate cry greeted us on our passage ; 
the women, especially, leaning out of the windows — 
so that it was a marvel they did not pitch into the 
street — stretched out their arms towards us like 
people distraught. They took us for Garibaldi and 

10—2 
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his daughter ; and when the real Garibaldi entered, 
their exhausted lungs and weary throats could only 
produce a feeble edition of the primary enthusiasm. 
More than once the same thing happened to me. 
On the day after our entry into Naples, at the official 
festival of Piedigrotta, Garibaldi was kneeling on a 
velvet cushion, to receive from the bishop, in pon- 
tifical robes, the palm which from time immemorial 
has been presented on the eighth of September to 
the King of the Two Sicilies. I was standing bolt 
upright behind him, when suddenly I felt myself 
clasped in a fond embrace, a soft white hand turned 
my face gently towards the owner, a young and 
lovely woman, who imprinted tender kisses on my 
cheek, before I had time to say, " Signorina, I am 
very sorry, but that is Garibaldi." 

Meanwhile between Monteleone and Cosenza 
twenty thousand Bourbon soldiers advanced intact. 
At first General Viale had decided on disputing the 
difficult pass at Monteleone, but fearing lest the dis- 
banded troops should bring contagion into his own 
ranks, he abandoned the design and pushed on. 
Behind General Viale encamped General Ghio with 
other two brigades. We were enjoying a fresh breeze 
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under the gigantic olives that shade the plains of 
Gioja> when a messenger informed Garibaldi that 
towards evening a colonel, sent by the enemy to treat, 
would land at Nicotera. Ordering me to enter his 
carriage, where General La M. and Basso were already, 
he bade the coachman drive towards Nicotera, and I 
told my servant to lead my horse by the bridle-path. 

*' The fact of the General's wishing to capitulate, 
seeing that his numbers are double ours, and that we 
are more than thirty miles behind him, is the greatest 
marvel of the campaign," I said, turning to the 
General ; " he is probably frightened at the avalanche 
of disbanded troops." 

** He could avoid these," he replied, ** by pushing 
on speedily to Naples. He is obliged to come to 
terms because the brave Calabrese will have closed 
the passes against him." 

After a few miles' ride we came upon a river 
which, divided into two or three streams, precluded 
the passage of the carriage. Crossing the first, by 
springing fi:om stone to stone, we found that the 
second offered no such opportunity, and La M. sug- 
gested the wisdom of turning back to seek a shal- 
lower ford. 
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" I never turn back," said the General, somewhat 
drily, and wading aboVe our knees in water, we 
gained the opposite bank. After a weary nine miles* 
walk oyer sandy soil we reached the seashore, carrying 
with us an abundant supply of figs gathered on the 
sly. Our corvette, the Tukery^ just returned from 
an attack on the Monarca, in the Bay of Naples, lay 
at anchor, and we went on board, baked by the sun 
and suffocated by dust. When he saw the luscious 
and unexpected figs the General laughed gaily, 
and enlarged on their superiority to figs of other 
countries. 

" But ah the figs of Nice ! " he said in Provengale 
dialect, turning to his fellow-townsman Basso, who 
answered with a sigh — " Ah, yes, those are sweeter.'* 
The memory of Nice brought a cloud over the 
usually serene face of the General, and our merry 
chattering ceased. Leaving the steamer we returned 
to the shore, and by an inclined plane Alia Bramante, 
ascended the steep mountain, on the summit of which 
towers Nicotera. Towards evening the Bourbon 
colonel was announced; Garibaldi, wrapped in his 
historical poncho, received him in his bedroom, where 
they remained closeted for about half an hour. The 
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colonel entered that room gay and came out grave. 
It fell to my lot to reconduct him to the shore. 
Burning with curiosity to know the result of the 
interview, I admired the beauty of the Neapolitan 
navy, the valour of the soldiers, and then asked in 
an off-hand way,— 

" Well, have you come to terms ? '* 

"Ah dear, no ! The General was too harsh And 
inflexible ! '' 

" It is strange, too, that he has not offered you 
the same terms granted to Briganti and Melendez — 
the surrender of your arms and disbandment of your 
corps ! '' 

" This he offered, but I asked for the free passage 
to Naples for the entire corps, and that in the view 
to avoid further bloodshed. Three brigades, ^with 
two in reserve in the Cosentino, cannot bow to the 
ignominy of being disarmed because of insurgent 
peasants ! " 

" But you are shut in between the insurgents and 
ourselves ; sooner or later you must surrender ! " 

" We shall fight ! So be it ! " At this juncture 
the Tanered/s boat touched the shore, he entered, 
and we bade each other good night. 
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I exaggerated nothing in saying that necessity 
would oblige them to lay down their arms ; in their 
front and flank insurrection was lighting up the 
entire district. It raged in Cosentino^ Basilicata, 
Gapitanata, and the Puglie ; already the three 
brigades had been molested at every step by the 
insurgents under Baron Stocco, 

J!o the south of Tiriolo the mountains furrowed 
by an ample torrent, rise to a peak and form a convex 
bastion, imposing and insuperable; here the road 
branches, one branch winds round the mountain, the 
second crosses it, then winds up to the heights of 
Tiriolo. A very few squadrons can keep this pass 
against several battalions. And here the squadrons 
of the conical hat, the short breeches, the goat-skin 
sandals, and unerring carbines, kept the gates closed 
in General Ghio's face. Garibaldi hastened the 
march of his troops towards Monteleone, halting at 
Mileto, where on the preceding day, some soldiers of 
the disbanded Briganti brigade had murdered their 
general, on the plea that he had betrayed them. 
Garibaldi entered the bishop's house, and I seated 
myself on a stone to watch the passage of our troops, 
and discover if possible the thief who had stolen my 
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horse during the night. I now recognized it bearing 

on its back a young aide of Colonel X , a German, 

Enraged by the ten miles which I had been forced to 
do on foot from Nicotera to Mileto^ I dashed at the 
thief, and seizing the bridle, ordered him to dis- 
mount; he did so, alleging that he had taken the 
horse in obedience to his colonel's orders. The 
colonel, with barbarous German accent, tried to 
exculpate himself. 

"On the mountain of San Giovanni, colonel! 
we crossed each other more than once; I held my 
head erect, you bowed to your saddle bow as the 
balls whistled by; was it to be revenged for my 
laughing at you that you stole my horse ? " Then, 
turning to the thief, I said, *' Come along, 1 have a 
mind to warm your ears, here and now." The 
worthy aide of the colonel replied, that without the 
Dictator's permission he could not accept my chal- 
lenge in face of the enemy. I told Garibaldi in 
order that he might be prepared to grant it, but it 
was never asked, and I heard no more of the pro- 
mising youth. Two years later Colonel X, dis- 
tinguished himself in Aspromonte against the man 
who had promoted him to the rank he held. 
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Betuming to the bishop's house, I was told 
to go and look for Garibaldi under a pear-tree in 
a certain direction, and there I found him stretched 
on the grass, ordering the arrest of the bishop's 
steward in the fiercest voice I had ever heard him 
adopt. 

" This priestly race is the same all the world 
oyer ! That creature put me into that bed in order 
that I might be eaten up alive." 

"What's happened?" I asked of Basso, who, 
with a face as serious as if an attempt to assassinate 
his idol had been made, replied, — 

"The General was taken to the bishop's bed to 
lie down, and in less than half-an-hour he found 
himself covered with hundreds of bugs, and, seeing 
the reserves in the distance, for the first time in his 
life, he took to flight." 

In a couple of hours the General awoke ; sleep 
had restored his wonted equanimity, and he ordered 
the bishop's steward to be released. Passing through 
Monteleone, where the Baron Baracco gave us a 
princely reception in his almost royal residence, we 
were preparing for a battle in right earnest with the 
three brigades, when we learned that, owing to the 
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ambiguous wording of an order sent to the insurgents 
by the head of the General's staffs they had allowed 
them to go through, the impregnable pass, and thus 
escape from our dutches. K they could but effect 
a junction with the two brigades in Upper Calabria, 
their passage to Naples was ensured; 8,000 men 
would swell their numbers in Basilicata, and would 
enable them, if they chose, to give us battle with fair 
chances of success. Our troops, in their march on 
Monteleone, extended over a line of more than twenty 
miles; small hope was there, therefore, of their coming 
up with the enemy, already beyond Tiriolo. Never- 
theless, Garibaldi ordered that they should redouble 
their speed, while he, in an open carriage, preceded 
them at a considerable distance. Finding that my 
wife had secured for the ambulance a carriage drawn 
by four powerful horses, I seated myself therein, 
and, taking a different road, we soon found ourselves 
in advance of the General, and as the inhabitants of 
the district told us that we were within a mile or so 
of the enemy, we halted at a road-side inn, and my 
wife proposed to the head chemist of the ambulance 
to go off on one of their foraging expeditions ; they 
returned with a hundred eggs, a kid, and some very 
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consumptive-looking fowls. The innkeeper smiled as 
we entered his stone-paved kitchen. 

*' You thought it was empty ? So it was, for the 
soldiers of Bombino ! Cateriniella," turning to his 
daughter, *' go and dig up the provisions." 

Our curiosity led us to accompany her, and from 
a deep hole dug in a dry ditch we helped her to un- 
earth a barrel of wine, sundry loaves of bread and 
some of the most delicious sausages that I have ever 
tasted. In about half-an-hour the General arrived in 
conical hat, accompanied by his aide on horseback — 
Baron Stocco. 

" So ! " he exclaimed, smiling on my wife, 
*' you here ! You have inverted the order of 
things — the ambulance at the van instead of in the 
rear ? " 

" Since you despised our rags and plasters we 
have changed our trade and set up as quarter- 
masters;" so saying, she led him by an external 
staircase to the dining-hall, and a cry of joy rose from 
the suite as they beheld a smoking omelette in the 
centre, and plates of fresh figs and sausage and sundry 
carafes of wine. Yolks of eggs, beaten up with 
wine and sugar, completed the repast, and refreshed 
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and in excellent spirits, we all set off on horseback, 
and that evening slept at San Pier di Tiriolo. 

A Milanese wit, the betrothed of Garibaldi's 

daughter. A, G., correspondent of , and myself, 

took up our abode for the night in a small room of a 
private house on the outskirts, and I could not con- 
tain myself for laughing at the jokes made by my 
comrades at the expense of the unfortunate corre- 
spondent. Suddenly we heard a diabolical noise, the 
house shook as to its foundations, the walls and 
ceiling seemed to spin before our eyes, I was tossed 
out of bed, the correspondent had already left his, 
and, reeling like a drunken man, he whispered, in an 
awe-struck voice, " An earthquake ! " I was just in 
time to save the light from falling, and its flickering 
flame served to illuminate the pallid countenance, the 
semi-serious costume, and the somersaults performed 
by the correspondent, which spectacle affecting us 
more powerfully than the possible catastrophe, made 
us laugh till our sides ached. Soon all was calm 
again, and the poor man crawled back to his bed, 
murmuring between his teeth, '^ This is the malanno 
and mala pasqua." 

At dawn we were in saddle within a few miles of 
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the enemy's encampment. Twenly-fonr guides, with 
NuUo at their head, were ordered out to reconnoitre, 
receiying the usual admonition not to go too far 
ahead. I joined them, and after scouring eight miles 
of ground,' we came up with the outposts of the three 
brigades. A little stream divided them from the 
main body. We could distinguish the belfry tower 
and the roofs of the houses of Soveria, a small village 
situate in an oblong valley. On an eminence to the 
right, some isolated houses were visible, and hidden 
among the trees we descried several squadrons of 
sharpshooters ; to the left, the ground gently undu- 
lated, then rose again in little hills. As we were 
returning to inform Garibaldi, a sudden thought 
struck me, and I said to Nullo, "Let me go and 
summon them to surrender." My proposition was 
hailed with a shout of laughter by the guides, and, 
considering that we were twenty-five in all, that Gari- 
baldi was eight miles behind, and the army twenty or 
thirty miles further off, it was rather absurd, but I 
insisted, "Let me go*! I can keep the general in 
parley until Gttribaldi comes up — ^it can do no harm." 
Nullo sat for a minute pulling out his moustache, 
and then said, ^' Yes ! Go." In order to invest me 



VENI, VIDI, VICI. 159 

with some sort of authority he lent me his major's 
cap, bid Lieutenant Zasio and another guide accom- 
pany me, and, hoisting a white handkerchief on a 
stick, we advanced. 

" Chi va la," cried a sentinel, pointing his 
musket. 

*' QajciholiTs parlementaires,*^ we replied. 

A corporal advanced, led us into the camp, and 
consigned us to a captain — ^to whom I said, with 
the greatest gravity, — 

" General Garibaldi, the Dictator, sends me, his 
aide-de-camp, to parley with your commander-in- 
chief." 

" With General Ghio ? " 

" Exactly so," I answered, promptly, though I had 
not heard previously that Viale had resigned in his 
favour. As we passed on, all honoured us with the 
military salute. Strange to say, we were not blind- 
folded ; perhaps because the enemy wished to impress 
us with the display of their strength. Throughout the 
length of the village on either side the street, piles of 
arms glistened at intervals. The soldiers were partly 
asleep ; others were lighting fires and skinning lambs. 
They were fine men, and looked well in their hand- 
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some uniforms. The cayalry was stationed on the 
square^ and the artillery at the farther end of the 
village. We rode slowly through the street, choked 
up as it was with ammunition and ambulance trains, 
mules and provision waggons. Bewilderment and 
terror was written on every face; they could not 
understand how we, whom they thought so far 
behind, had arrived thus unexpectedly in their 
midst. For four months they had been living on 
the chi vive, oppressed by a mysterious power, which 
they could neither cope with nor escape from ; and, 
to their overstrained imaginations. Garibaldi had 
gradually assumed the nature and the form of Fate. 
A vague presentiment that it had overtaken them 
now, seemed to pervade the ranks ; the soldiers, with 
hungry lips and downcast eyes, looked as though 
they were saying to the lambs on the spit, "We 
may cook you, but who will eat you ? " 

At length we dismounted at a peasant's hut at 
the extremity of Soveria; the captain led us up a 
wooden staircase on the outside, and, pushing open 
a door, we entered a room blackened with the smoke 
that issued from an ample fire-place, where the 
peasant's wife and three soldiers were busying them- 
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selves with a huge saucepan fiill of broad-beans, 
and an earthenware pan contaimng stewed beef, 
whence issued a mixed odour of cloves and garlic. 
Two sparrows were flying in and out a nest built in 
the rafters. A pile of pewter plates on a chair, two 
copper pails for drawing water from the well, two 
forms, and a deal table minus half a leg, which was 
replaced by a pile of bricks, completed the furniture 
of the room. 

At the head of the table sat General Ghio ex- 
amining some topographical charts. He was about 
forty years of age, dark-complexioned, and strongly 
knit ; his countenance expressed intelligence, energy, 
and cruelty. Whether it was that his whole person 
answered to the descriptions given of him at the 
time, I cannot say, but it suddenly flashed across my 
mind that this was the man who, in 1857, had 
allowed the peasants of Padula literally to hew to 
pieces with their hatchets, thirty-six of Ksacane's 
followers who had surreijdered ; and a thrill of horror 
went through me as I responded to his courteous 
salute. 

"My sons," he said, to the soldiers, "you can 
leave us." Casting longing looks at the beans and 

11 
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&Yoiiring ad with no friendly glances, they withdrew 
with the captain, and taming to me, Ohio said — 

" Well, Signer Maggiore, in what can I serve yon ? '* 

** In the Dictator's name I sommon yon to an 
onconditional sorrender." 

^'Garibaldi cannot contradict himself! I asked, 
and he granted, our nnmolested passage to Naples." 

'^Most certainly the Dictator cannot contradict 
himself ; he came to conquer, and not to be conquered, 
which he would be if he allowed yon to concentrate 
in Naples. The erroneous interpretation by the insur- 
gents under Baron Stocco of an order sent by General 
Sirtori led them to open the doors of the cage,"* 

"Open the cage! You will require a diflferent 
sort of net to catch 10,000 of his Majesty's soldiers." 

" General, if you prefer a battle we shall fight 
and conquer, as we always do ; but the responsibility 
of useless carnage will be on your head." 

" A soldier never fights uselessly. When all other 
arguments £Ail, unfailing hoijiour reigns supreme 1 ^ 
" Honour cannot exist severed from justice. 

♦ Sirtori's order ran thus : — ** Do not molest the troops," mean- 
ing, " Do not give them battle." The insurgents understood it to 
mean, " Let them pass," and most miwillioglj did so. 
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Dying, wrapped in your banner, yon die disho- 
noured; yours is an unjust cause; you serve an 
odious tyrant!" 

^^ Signer Maggiore ! " and he sprang to his feet like a 
tiger. 

" We are enemies and I address you as such," 

The three soldiers, on beef and beans intent, 
entered with a large bundle of faggots, and Ghio, 
sinking his voice to its most mellifluous tones, said, — 

" My sons, leave me a little while in peace, — go !' * 
and accompanying them to the door, he closed it 
quietly behind them. 

" Let us leave abstract discussions, general, and 
come to the point. You are labouring under a 
delusion. You think that you are free, whereas you 
are a prisoner." 

"How so?" 

" The armed bands of Morelli occupy the impreg- 
nable mountains of Cosenza. One of our legions has 
just embarked at Santa Eufemia, and from the 
Nicastro road menaces your left flank ; Garibaldi, 
with three divisions, is at your heels. The Basilicata 
is in flames, all the country is hostile to you, and 
hides its provisions, so that you can only feed your 
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soldiers at unequal intervals, and then upon stolen 
herds." 

*'My information does not coincide with your 
description." 

" Then you are badly informed, and this is but 
one more proof of the universal hatred felt towards 
you. Moreover, your soldiers, disheartened by defeat, 
worn out by fatigue, convinced that the overthrow of 
the Bourbon dynasty is at hand, will not fight against 
the liberator of their common country. Once more I 
sunamon you to follow the example of Melendez 
and Briganti, and lay down your arms and disband 
your troops. The General offers you the same terms 
which they accepted." 

*' And which I decline." 

*' Very good ! then prepare for battle." 
' *' One moment," he said, as I had gained the door. 
'^ I propose to move my camp from this parched-up 
place, and take up a position at eight miles' distance, 
near Scigliano ; where I shall find water for the 
soldiers. It is a simple question of humanity, no 
strategical reason prompts me. Then, when I have 
made up my mind anent the best course to pursue, 
we will come to terms." 
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"You are in a camp that, yon did not choose, 
and where we have surprised you and shut you in. 
Here and not elsewhere ; to-day and not to-morrow ; 
surrender or fight. I have no authority to offer you 
any other alternative. But it's time to put an end to 
these delays — choose ! " 

" Major, I beg that you will refer my proposal to 
the General, and bring me back the reply. I will 
await you here." 

" Vain attempt ! I have no difficulty in acceding 
to your request ; if I tarry long in returning, you 
will understand that there is no reply.'* 

We separated. Towards the centre of the village 
a colonel dashed towards us, shouting — 

" Arrest them ! arrest them ! we are betrayed ; 
bands of insurgents are seeking to surround us." 
Coming up to us, he said, with his eyes darting 
from their sockets — "You guaranteed us a free 
passage up to Naples; now expiate your broken 
word." 

A crowd of soldiers and officers gathered round 
us with hard and sinister expression. 

"No guarantee, colonel," I answered with quiet 
resolution. " Our promises to you are here, on the 
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point of our sword. If you are soldiers of honour, 
and not assassins, place for the parlementaires." 
Suiting the action to the word, I put spurs to my 
horse, and they gave way. At the same moment, a 
lancer at full gallop hrought an order from General 
Ghio that no one should touch a hair of our heads. 

The guides anxiously awaited our return, and 
were beginning to doubt whether we should return 
at all. I informed them of our adventures, and 
shouts of laughter greeted my grave recapitu- 
lation of the arguments used to induce Ghio to 
surrender. 

"Go and tell the General all about it," said 
NuUo. 

At about a mile's distance I met General Gosenz, 
who told me that perhaps a battalion of his men 
might arrive by midday, but thoroughly exhausted 
by fiatigue and want of sleep. Three miles on I found 
Garibaldi on the hills to the left, at the head of 1,500 
Calabrese, led by Major Mileti. After telling him 
my story I asked what answer I should take to 
Ghio? 

" What answer ! Come with me, we will take 
the answer by this road." 
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In detaching himself from his army with the 
tscauty escort of his suite and the guides, in order to 
capture Ghio's corps, which had escaped from him, 
Garibaldi had calculated on the bands of Calabrian 
insurgents, and they did not fall short of his ex« 
pectations. Arranging them with his now inimit- • 
able skill upon the mountains, he felt sure of being 
able to keep Ghio at bay until his own troops 
should come up, Ghio sat awaiting the answer — 
his soldiers devoured the stolen lambs with unquiet 
imnds, and we, in leas than two hours, had sur^ 
rounded them ! As soon as they perceived us they 
ranged the sharpshooters, and from the Indian corn- 
fields, where we lay, we could distinguish all their 
movements. 

" They could cut us to pieces in a trice," said 
General Sirtori; and &om a military and material 
point of view he was quite right; but Gturibaldi 
always took note of the moral side of the question* 
Very soon the vanguard of our troops arrived, and, 
scattered among the conical hats, made quite a goodly 
muster. Garibaldi visited each part in person. As 
cautious as he is brave and vigilant, he took the 
necessary precautions in case of failure. This done 
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he took up his position in the foremost ranks, on the 
left of a bridle-path cut in the monntain, leading 
down into SoYeria. 

"Viva Garibaldi, we are brothers!" rose from 
our ranks. The same cry was re-echoed from the 
sharp throats of the Bourbon camp. Gradually the 
space between the two corps lessened, and Gari- 
baldians and Boyalists embraced as brethren. 

But the masses were still encamped in Soveria, 
and we could not see what they were up to ; at mid- 
day Cosenz's entire battalion arrived, and took up 
position on the postal road. 

" Now return to Ghio," said the General, " and 
tell him that I give him till one o'clock." 

Major Caldesi accompanied me, and the dissolution 
of the Bourbon camp was everywhere evident. Before 
we reachcid Ghio's head-quarters. Garibaldi and his 
aide were up with us. The rumour spread like an 
electric shock : the officers left their companies, the 
soldiers their ranks, each strove to get near to 
Garibaldi, to see him, to touch him, if possible. 
The soldiers threw down their arms, the lancers 
and gendarmes abandoned their horses, the artil- 
lerymen their cannon. "Home! home! we are 
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going home ! " was the simultaneous cry, and in 
less than an hour those arms and that abandoned 
camp was ours. 

From Soveria Garibaldi travelled to Naples with 
post-horses. 
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THKEE DAYS' DICTATORSHIP. 

It was the 7th September, 1860, the day of our 
triumphal ingress into Naples. Exhausted by the 
conflicting emotions shared with a people well nigh 
delirious at the abrupt transition from slavery to 
liberty, when women fainted and the frames of strong 
men shook with sobs at the sight of the Liberator ; 
stunned by the deafening shouts of more than 
300,000 persons assembled in the square and streets 
adjoining the Palazzo d'Angri, where Garibaldi had 
pitched his tent, I felt, as night closed in, that brain 
and energies could bear no more. So, as soon as my 
watch ended, and by the General's orders he was left 
alone to rest, leaving my address in case of a sum- 
mons, I followed a friendly Neapolitan to the hotel 
he recommended, and soon found myself installed 
with my wife, in a snug apartment overlooking the 
Largo delle Pigne. 
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" Can it really be true," she began, " that, only 
fourteen in number, we entered Naples ? that Gari- 
baldi is Dictator ? They say that the cannons of all 
the fortresses are pointed at the city; that 14,000 
Bourbon soldiers are under arms. Did you note how 
the General's eyes dilated, the solemn radiance that 
encircled his brow, as we neared the royal palace, 
and the spell-bound soldiers presented arms ? 
Did " 

** Oh, yes, of course I saw it all ; don't rhap- 
sodize," I answered, surveying with sleepy satisfac- 
tion the spring mattress, the snowy sheets, the soft 
pillows inviting me from the alcove to their arms. 
After twenty-five days from Aspromonte to Castro- 
viUari passed on horseback, and four from Castrovillari 
to Naples, with the sky for canopy and the earth for 
couch, the prospect of a good bed and a long tranquil 
night seemed the acme of human bliss. 

" Is the supper never coming ? " I asked of the 
waiter, who, to my chagrin, entered the room empty- 
handed at the moment. 

" A gentleman, sir, with white beard, and a sword 
at his side, but dressed in plain clothes, insists on 
seeing you. He is accompanied by an inspector of 
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police, sir." This last sentence was added apolo- 
getically. 

'' Garibaldi is taken, taken like a mouse in a 
trap ; the fourteen thousand soldiers have bethought 
themselves that we were only fourteen." This was 
the pleasant conviction brought home to me by the 
waiter's words ; but I merely said, " Keep the gentle- 
man waiting while we set the room to rights." 

** The door of the alcove leads into a passage 
and down the back staircase, sir," said the waiter, 
disappearing. 

I made instantly for the door, saying to my wife, 
" You must receive them, and say I'm coming. I 
must try and join the General. Fool that I was to 
quit the palace ! All his Staflf except Basso will 
be absent." 

''Let me come, too, else we shall again be sepa- 
rated in prison." 

" You don't suppose they'll put you with us, if 
you do come ? No ! You must receive them, else 
there'll be a search. Don't look so scared ; you've 
been through worse than this, and I told you what to 
expect when you insisted on coming." 

" Go ! They are here," she said, quickly regain- 
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ing all her pluck ; and I, off like a shot^ had reached 
the back staircase^ when a shout of laughter, and the 
sound of my own name, made me turn, and the next 
moment the personage with the white beard and the 
sword at his side was in my arms, kissing me on 
either cheek, and venting his joy in true Neapolitan 
fashion. It was Mignogna, of Basilicata. Fifteen 
years of his life had been spent in the galleys, and ten 
in exile, where our friendship commenced. One of the 
famous thousand who landed at Marsala, he had pre- 
ceded Garibaldi to the continent, and his presence in 
his native province had contributed not a little to our 
easy passage up to Naples. 

" This is Mele, my prison comrade, made 
police-inspector this morning. When he heard that 
you were here with your wife, nothing would content 
him save your going to his house ; so come along, the 
carriage is waiting below. 

It was useless to refuse. The waiter, who had 
remained spectator of the scene, picked up our knap- 
sacks ; the hotel-keeper, satisfied to be paid for the 
uneaten supper and unoccupied bed, was evidently 
beginning to put faith in the new order of things, since 
his guests went off so cheerfully witli a police-inspector. 
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As the carriage wended slowly through the streets, 
crowded with monks, women, soldiers, citizens in 
carriage and on foot, bearing lighted torches, and 
shouting ** Viva Tltalia ! Una, una, una ! " where, 
from a triumphal car, in the form of a ship, drawn 
by eight white oxen, arose the Garibaldi hymn from 
hundreds of human voices, accompanied by musical 
instruments of every description, we all laughed 
heartily at my fright and at the blank dismay which 
the apparition of a member of the institution so 
dreaded in Naples had produced in the hotel. 

On arriving at our destination, we spent half 
the night in talking over the bad old times, and 
in speculating whether Garibaldi would ^^ go on to 
Home '* by land or by sea. 

My host's bed proved too good by far. I felt 
suffocated in the closed room, and the spring mattress* 
produced the sensation of sinking into space; so, 
after tossing about for a few hours, I rose, and opened 
the windows to drink in a breath of fresh air from the 
balcony. 

What a sight awaited me ! The faint Hght of 
dawn had not yet dimmed the burning lava which 
Beemed just then to have rent in twain the volcano's 
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.giant cone, tefvealing seething massed of molten car- 
bnncles and rabies ; the intense undulating vermilion 
contrasting strangely with the transparent veil of 
blended hues in which Nature envelops herself to 
welcome the rising sun. Gradually the lava seemed 
to pale, the treasure caves to dose, and the GuKof 
Naples presented itself, magnificent in its voluptuous 
tints, in the ineffable lines of its isla^nds and its 
shores. 

" Glorious as the dawn of liberty ! " I thought, as 
I stood and gazed, wondering how soon its light 
would spread over the Venetian lagunes, when a shout 
of '* Viva Garibaldi ! '* startled me from below. It 
arose from a crowd of people assembled under the 
window, excited by the apparition of a red shirt at 
that early hour. Making a profound reverence, I 
retired, and amused myself, from behind the Venetian 
blind, by watching the crowd disperse along the shore 
of Santa Lucia, and by tiying to guess the uses of 
what seemed a row of reading-desks, placed about 
three feet one from the other, and separated from the 
low sea-wall by a number of forms and tables. Pre- 
sently each desk was opened and taken possession of 
by an individual barefooted and barebreasted, dressed 
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in linen jacket and trousers, and long Phrygian cap. 
The desks were partitioned into squares, and in each 
square I fancied that I beheld crystals and shells of 
various hue and form. 

'* A mineralogical museum in the public streets, 
kept by half-naked naturalists ! A queer city this ! " 
thought I. 

Later, I learned that the supposed reading-desks 
were fish-stalls ; the crystals ** fruits of the sea," as 
the Neapolitans call shell-fish of all descriptions ; and 
the bare-footed naturalists lazzaroni fishermen. And 
ever afterwards, as soon as I was oflf duty, I used to 
repair, by moonlight, to one of the forms by the low 
sea-wall, and refresh body, soul, and spirit with 
Vesuvius to the west, the reading-desk to the east, 
the Castello del' Uovo to the north, and to the south 
a plate of freshly-opened sea-fruits — coral, hyacinth, 
and rose-coloured, floating languidly in purple mist. 

Nor were my comrades tardy in discovering this 
repast of the gods; and for the evening of the 
12th September three or four of us agreed to give 
a supper to our friends, and hired one of the 
lazzaroni to provide and spread the feast. Nullo 
was to bring Capri wine ; Bettoni, lacryma Christi ; 
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M , maccaroni and water-melons ; the rest was 

my affair. 

Towiards midday on the 12th, an orderly sum- 
moned me to the presence of Colonel Bertani, 
Garibaldi's Secretary of State. Hastening to his 
room, I found there a personage of some fifty years 
of age, dressed in black, with white cravat, cameo 
rings on several of his fingers, a huge cameo breast- 
pin, and in his left hand a cap which denoted him 
captain of the Civic Guard ; his face and figure were 
square as the miles Romanus. As I entered he was 
speaking in an agitated voice, and wiping the perspira- 
tion from his brow. 

" I understand perfectly ; you have favoured me 
with that narration already," interrupted the colonel, 
somewhat impatiently, and observing me — 

" Signor B , Syndic of Forio d'Ischia." 

** Lieutenant A. M , staff officer to the 

Dictator." 

** The Syndic," he continued, " is the bringer of 
bad tidings. Symptoms of determined reaction in 
favour of the fallen Government have appeared in 
Forio, and he fears their spread throughout the 
island ; at serious risk to himself, he has succeeded 

12 
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in reaching terra firma to demand aid and an ener- 
getic officer to command the liherals, who, he aflBims, 
are numerous though scattered. The Dictator has 
ordered me to put you in possession of the particulars, 
and to send you to him for final orders. Signor 
Syndic, rely implicitly on this young and resolute 
officer, and you will soon see your island freed from 
th^ disorders with which it is menaced." 

The Syndic, who had heen surveying me with the 
eye of a tailor ahout to take my measure, did not seem 
elated with the result of his scrutiny. He had 
evidently expected a superior officer in epaulettes and 
regimentals and white burnous, booted and spurred, 
such as he had seen in the ante-rooms of the Palazzo 
d'Angri, whereas I was dressed in gray trousers and 
a red tunic, blackened and stained by contact with 
grass and mire, and a Garibaldi hat, rusty and 
crumpled, which had served as a pillow throughout 
the campaign. "What with constant service from 
dawn to sunset, and the fact that no pay had as yet 
been allotted, we subalterns had neither time nor cash 
to spend in uniform. 

The only signs, however, of the Syndic's dissatis- 
faction appeared in a slight and rapid contraction of 
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the right corner of his mouth, and in the deprecating 
attitude assumed by his hands as he stretched them 
out, without detaching his elbows from his sides, and, 
with his chin protruding, enunciated the word 
" Eccellenza ! " i 

"Adieu ! fruits of the sea ! " I sighed to myself, 
sympathizing with the Adieu roti of the child 
Eousseau sent supperless to bed. 

On my way to the General's room I was detained, 
as usual, by the crowd of supplicants who, finding 
me somewhat more pitiful than my comrades, be- 
sieged me with entreaties to pass them through the 
door which the sentinels kept sternly guarded. 
"EcceUenza!" "ColonneUo!" " Signorino ! '* "I 
kiss your hand," were the various forms of entreaty ; 
while scores of forefingers darted into the air, signify- 
ing, "Listen to one little word." Hitherto I had 
introduced as many sufferers as possible to the 
General's presence, nor did he ever dismiss one 
unconsoled. Such piteous tales of domestic woe and 
incredible cruelty as one heard in those interviews ! 
for the Bourbon's hand weighed most heavily where 
the fewest eyes could penetrate. But on this occasion 
I was inflexible^ and forcing my way through the 

12—2 
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crowd I gained the General's room, and stood silent 
to receive his orders. Almost at the same moment 
Colonel Bertani and the Syndic entered. 

" Go immediately to Ischia as my representative 
and plenipotentiary," began the General. 

" Alter egoy'* interrupted the Syndic, and Colonel 
Bertani, who was standing behind him, plucked his 
coat-tails in token of silence. **Aggio caputo (I 
understand)," sighed the Syndic. 

** Suppress the rebellion," continued the General^ 
" restore liberty, and keep me informed." 

"And if," — making the sign of an imaginary 
musket in the air, " if such means are necessary ? " 

"I confide in the discretion of my represen- 
tative." 

As I retired I stumbled on Nullo in the ante- 
room. ** All's ready ! Capri wine, lacryma Christi, 
and maccaroni are at your house. I've ordered the 
angurie to be let down the well in a basket to cool." 

" Pour down the Capri to flavour them ; I'm ofi* 
to Ischia." 

*' To Ischia ! To the baths ? " 

" No ! To a Saint Bartholomew. The reaction's 
rife there ; I'm going to repress it," 
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" And what if the reaction suppress you ? " 

" Offer up the sea-fruit to my manes, and don't 
stint the customary libations." So saying, I escaped 
by a side door, and had gained the palace gates when 
the Syndic, cap in hand, touched me on the shoulder, 
saying, " Signer colonnello, the carriage is at your 
orders.'* 

*' I'm not a colonel, I'm Lieutenant M ." 

He glanced at my rusty hat, as if to assure him- 
self that nothing there confirmed my humble rank, 
and answered, "A thousand pardons, signer colon- 
nello, the Secretary of State charged me to give you 
this document, signed by the Dictator, naming you 
his alter ego,'^ 

" Good ! " and I put it in my pocket. 

" A battalion of soldiers will be necessary to re- 
duce the island. To which barracks shall I order 
the coachman to drive?" 

" To the new hospital now in preparation for the 
wounded, at San Sebastiano," I answered, wishing he 
had put the same question to Garibaldi. After en- 
tering Naples as he did, the expression of his face, 
on being asked for a battalion of soldiers for Forio 
d'Ischia, would have been worth daguerreotyping. 



182 THE BED SHIBT. 

As I stepped into the carriage, a young Lombard 
sergeant, who had served under me in the Military 
College of Palermo, came up. 

" Are you on duty ? " 

" No ! I'm at your service." 

" Take my revolver, then, and jump on the box." 

Arrived at San Sebastiano, where my wife was 
engaged in assisting in the transformation of the 
•Jesuits' College into a hospital, I sent for her, and 
told her of the instructions I had received. 

" Let me come, too," she pleaded ; " there are 
no wounded in Naples, and we can't proceed with our 
preparations here until the ambulance arrives." 

" Jump in, then. And now for Pozzuoli," to the 
Syndic. 

His face seemed to say, ^^Is this a madman 
going to suppress a rebellion vnih. a sergeant, a 
revolver, and a wife?" Nevertheless, he ordered 
the coachman to turn round and drive towards 
Pozzuoli. 

Passing Via Toledo and the Koyal Palace, we 
turned into Santa Lucia, and, as we neared the 
marble fountain which decorates the spacious pro- 
menade, it became impossible to proceed, so dense 
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was the crowd gathered round a friar, who, from a 
pulpit erected against the fountain, was holding forth 
in Neapolitan dialect, A large fotdard, with Gari- 
baldi's portrait in the centre, ornamented with tri- 
colour streamers, floated above the preacher's head. 
He seemed about sixty years of age; olive-com- 
plexioned, with black lustrous eyes and black bushy 
eyebrows, which formed a striking contrast to his 
white hair and beard, and gave a subjugating power 
to his glance. Tall, spare, and strongly knit, his 
gestures were slow, measured, and artistic ; his words 
rolled out like thunder ; as he stretched out his arms, 
his hands outspread, his eyes fixed and motionless — 
the crowd of women and lazzaroni, stirred as by an 
electric current, swayed gently forward, like a huge 
sea wave. 

" Now that you know the miracles he has 
wrought, I will tell you who he is," were the first 
words we caught. " Uncover your heads, ye sinful 
people; look up id God, and pray that he may 
render you fit to listen to truth, ^here I Up 
there ! " 

So imperious was the friar's gesture, as he lifted 
up his right arm and pointed with his forefinger 
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to the sky, that the thousand faces of the multitude 
were upturned in an instant, and a dead silence 
ensued, as if each and all were invoking the descent 
of the Holy Spirit. 

*^Know, then,'* he continued, and all eyes re- 
turned to his fece, " that on the eve of martyrdom, 
San Gennaro summoned his only son to his cell in 
the amphitheatre of Pozzuoli, and said to him, * To- 
morrow get thee hence ; take a boat and row towards 
Liguria, there shalt thou find refuge; there, from 
thy children's children, in future ages, shall descend 
a male child, with hair bright as sunbeams, with a 
face like a lion, who shall drink neither wine nor 
strong drink, whose nourishment shall be the fruits 
of the earth. He shall be called Zipeppe, and men 
shall know him by his red shirt, dyed in my blood, 
which to-morrow thou shalt pour into a phial and 
carry with thee into exile. This my well-beloved son 
shall return to the land of his forefathers, scattering 
the enemies of his country before him, destroying 
tyrants by the lightning of his glance. Unto this 
my people, he shall bring liberty and maccaroni; 
to '" 

But here the sergeant, who had taken the reins 
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from the driver, cracked his whip, and leading the 
horses carefully for a few paces, the crowd made way, 
and the noise of the wheels over the stone pavement 
drowned the friar's voice, but not the ringing laughter 
in which the sergeant thought j&t to indulge. 

The Syndic looked aghast, and I could see his 
fingers working up and down his trouser pockets in 
the form of horns, as a charm against the evils that 
must necessarily result from this heretical conduct. 
The driver, who doubtlessly had taken the same pre- 
caution, looked round reproachfully and said to us — 
" The signorino is wrong to laugh at Padre Pasquale 
he is a holy man ; he has suffered ten years in chains 
in the galleys of Nisida for the cause of the people. 
The signorino would not laugh if he knew how much 
the padre has done to convert these heathens of 
Santa Lucia; they were all for Bombino until he 
convinced them that Zipeppe is the descendant of 
San Gennaro ! " 

On hearing this, the sergeant made his peace 
with the driver. We had managed to keep our coun- 
tenances, having witnessed similar scenes in Sicily, 
where the liberal priests, who are numerous, used to 
give out to the masses, that Garibaldi was a descen- 
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dant of Santa Kosalia, though how they reconciled this 
theory with the ceKbacy of their patron saint I was 
never able to discover. 

Leaving Chiatamone and Chiaia behind us, we 
soon came to the grotto of Posilipo, an excavation 
made in the hill that separates the Bay of Naples 
from that of Baja, and on the summit of which a 
small building, with circular dome, peeping out from 
the ivy and the trees, passes for the tomb of Virgil. 

" Did Lucullus or Agrippa excavate the tunnel ?'* 
I asked of the Syndic, as he was placing un grano in 
the dirty palm of a wiry little friar who keeps the 
candles lighted on the sumptuous altar erected to the 
Virgin at the entrance of the grotto; and we had 
passed through the tunnel, and through the squalid 
village of Fuorigrotta ere his lesson on history and 
archaeology camjB to an end. He quoted the authors 
who opine for Lucullus, those who give the palm to 
Agrippa, and concluded by siding with those who 
affirm that the Cumaeans, for commercial purposes, 
opened this communication between Naples and 
PozzuoK* 

Not wishing for a second infliction, I kept silence 
as we bowled along the avenue of poplar and mulberry 
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trees, with the luscious black grape hanging from the 
festooned Tines that climbed from bough to bough, 
feeding my eyes on the marvellous beauty unveiled at 
every step, whether we gazed forwards to the graceful 
promontory crested by Pozzuoli, or backwards across 
the gulf, where frowning Nisida reminded us of aU 
the sufferings and torture endured^ by Neapolitans for 
liberty. 

The governor of Pozzuoli, whose jurisdiction ex- 
tended to Ischia, to whom Colonel Bertani had tele- 
graphed our approach, met us at the hotel where we 
alighted. 

"What are the latest tidings from Ischia?" I 
asked. 

" Those brought by the Syndic." 

" Havo you sent scouts ?" 

" I have ; but we cannot expect their return until 
to-morrow." 

" Is the National Guard of Pozzuoli armed ?" 

" A battalion of five hundred and six." 

" How long will it take to muster them ?" 

" They are drawn up near the port to do honour 
to the Dictator's representative." 

" Would they object to march immediately?" 
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" A good half would be willing ; I have detained 
sufficient boats in port to convey a couple of hundred 
across." 

The dialogue was interrupted by the arrival of a 
messenger from Baja. In the Fortress of Baja existed 
the principal powder magazine of the State, in the 
custody of Bourbon partisans, and the messenger, a 
native of Pozzuoli and a deserter from the garrison, 
announced that on that very night three Bourbon 
boats were expected to load and convey the powder to 
Gaeta. 

On hearing this, I ordered that three hundred of 
the National Guard of Pozzuoli, together with the 
well-affected citizens of Baja, should surround the 
fort, hinder ingress and egress to any, summon the 
garrison to surrender, and, in case of refusal, await 
the orders of the Dictator, to whom I despatched a 
messenger on horseback. Finally, I advised the 
governor to keep the remainder of the National 
Guard under arms in case a reinforcement should 
be required. 

" And for Ischia ?" asked the Syndic, whose new- 
bom hopes vanished at this advice. 

" My sergeant." 
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It must be borne in mind that^ at the time of 
which I write, of the entire Garibaldian army, only a 
portion of Cosenz's division had reached Naples ; and 
even these, footsore and exhausted with forced marches 
and insufficient food, needed days of rest ere they 
could be fit for service. This fact, together with the 
news from Baja, decided me to trust to the liberals of 
Ischia for the defence of their island. 

Crossing the square on our way to the port, I 
remarked two statues facing each other, and was told 
that they represented LoUio, a Roman augur, and 
San Gennaro. This contrast of Paganism and Catho- 
licism ; this co-existence of two worlds, of two civili- 
zations, of two contradictory traditions, which court 
one's attention at every step in the Neapolitan pro- 
vinces, is reflected in the inhabitants, in whom the 
subtlest talent and the grossest superstition are 
curiously blended. Vico and Pulcinella shake hands 
continually. 

" Signor Syndic," I asked, pointing to the arch- 
bishop's outstretched arm, *' is San Gennaro defend- 
ing himself from the jettatura of the Pagan augur ?" 

" No, colonnello, he is blessing the faithful, par- 
doning the impious, praying for all ! " His attitude, 
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as he spoke^ was fall of dignity; and I felt the 
merited reproof which my flippancy had incurred. 
Just then we came in sight of the National Guard, 
handsome, stalwart men, who performed the ceremony 
of presenting arms with sufficient grace. After a 
hasty review, and an exhortation to be ready for 
action, we entered the governor's boat and pushed 
off from shore. 

The sun was sinking towards the west, flooding 
the Gulf of Baja on our right with golden glory, and 
as the bark spanned the arc from Pozzuoli to Gape 
Miseno, the balmy air, the warm and vaporous 
autumn tints, the tender calm of nature enshrining 
the solemn forms of nearly twenty-two centuries of 
history, seated on the steps of the immense amphi- 
theatre, all lent its fascination to the hour, and I sank 
into that state of reverie to which one is never so 
prone as after the tumultuous life of the camp, the 
wasting fatigues of a long campaign. From the 
gigantic ruins Hannibal seemed to arise luid menace 
Miseno; the death agony of Scipio in Litemo, of 
SyUa in Pozzuoli, of Tiberius in Dragonara, of Portia 
in Nisida, for me were re-enacted; Agrippina's ven- 
trem feri re-echoed over the Lucrine lake ; Cicero 
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pacing the princely terraces of his villa, and com- 
posing his Academical Questions; Bmtus seeking 
refuge in Lucullus' gardens ; the triumvirate supping 
on board Pompey's flag-ship, and parting the Eoman 
world among them ; Augustus' fleet at anchor in the 
bay ; Caligula in his mock triumph, his ariny on the 
bridge of boats stretching from Pozzuoli to Baja, the 
sham night-sun of a million torches, the banquet and 
the treacherous drowning of his Mends and of the 
magistrates of the empire by the drunken tyrant. — 
All — all were living, acting, dying in my sight. Then 
suddenly, from the slopes of the amphitheatre arose 
porticoes and villas, temples of Venus and Neptune, 
Nero's springs and baths, and CaBsar's palace, repeo- 
pled by the gay, voluptuous world of Imperial Eome, 
and through the silence classic enthusiasm found vent 
in Horace's line, " Nullus in orbe sinus — " 

" Baiis praelucet amoenis," chimed in the Syndic, 
and the visions disappeared. As we doubled Cape 
Miseno the two islands of Ischia and Procida and the 
shores of Cuma came in sight, 

" There," said the Syndic, indicating the extreme 
point of the promontory, " once rose the villa of 
Hortensius. These waters abound in lampreys ; the 
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orator was passionately fond of the sport, and he had 
trained a lamprey to suchf perfection that it used to 
come at his call and treacherously allure its com- 
panions to their doom." 

" As soon as we have quelled the rebellion you 
shall grace our dictatorial table with the descendants 
of the fratricide." 

" Colonnello, the fishermen on the Ischian coast 
are adepts ; this night they shall receive their orders." 

The momentary twilight had given place to night 
ere we landed in Procida on the shore of San Catto- 
lico, and, dismissing the govempr's boat, traversed 
the Island on foot. Our appetites, sharpened by the 
sea-breeze, became more and more acute as we drank 
in the breath of the orange and lemon groves which 
wood the island, while the ruthless Syndic could talk 
of nothing save the thousands of pheasants and heath- 
cocks in the royal preserves at Procida. "During 
the last century," quoth he, "cats were prohibited 
throughout the island, lest the propagation of the 
noble game should be retarded, and consequently the 
rats multiplied to such an extent as to menace the 
ruin of Procida. The gardens, houses, granaries, 
churches, even the pipes of the organs were inha- 
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bited ; the rats ate up the crops, gnawed the corpses 
decked for burial, did not even respect the infants in 
their cradles. At length the inhabitants, presenting 
themselves to the King, let loose some hundred rats 
on his path and obtained the revocation of the edict." 
" I propose that we sup in Procida on the ex-royal 
pheasants," said my wife. 

'* Bravo ! " cried the sergeant, who confessed after- 
wards that he had imagined a pheasant in every leaf 
that stirred. 

" The game was transfeiTed long since to the 
royal preserves of Caserta," replied the Syndic, and 
his words froze on our lips the smile which the anec- 
dote called forth. We followed him in silence along 
the rugged pathway to the beach of the Comicella, 
where, stepping into a little fishing craft, in less than 
half an hour we were landed on the Ischian shore. 
Here, after a short parley with the master, the Syndic 
conducted us into a house opposite the landing-place. 
The mistriBSS showed my wife and self into a modest 
bedroom, and brought us water and matches with the 
courteous question, " Posso servirli ? (Can I assist 
you?)" 

Thanking her, we performed our ablutions, and 

13 
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then I, walking up and down the room, waited 
anxiously the summons to supper. 

" You remind me of the beasts waiting to be fed,'* 
said my wife, " and I fear you will wait in vain, for 
the padrona's salutation seemed to me the Ischian 
for good-night." 

" What ! " I shouted, glaring at her in a way to 
justify the similitude ; and, rushing from the room, I 
stumbled over the sergeant asleep on a chair in the 
hall, while loud snores indicated the whereabouts of 
the Syndic curled up on the sofa. Furious at this 
breach of hospitality, I shook the unfortunate sleeper 
and "shouted in his ear, " Signer Sindaco ! " 

He started, rubbed his eyes, rolled to his feet, and 
murmured, " Colonnello ! " 

"It appears that the hospitality of Archbishop 
Buggieri is the fashion in Ischia ! Here we are dying 
of hunger." 

" Signer Colonnello, we are two miles distant fcom 
the town ; there is not a crumb of bread in the house." 

" But the padrone said that Signer Q would 

gladly give us a supper," interposed the sergeant, 
now wide awake ; " only the Signer Syndic did not 
choose your arrival to be known. I was waiting till 
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you should come out of your room to ask if I should 
go and hunt up this benevolent gentleman, when I 
fell asleep from sheer exhaustion." 

" Signer Syndic, I givp you ten minutes to find 
something wherewith to appease our hunger. Gari- 
baldians are not dainty, but neither are they Ariosto's 
horses to feed on air. If, at the expiration of that 
time, you are unsuccessful, I will try my skill ; " and 
making a sign to the sergeant to keep him in sight, I 
turned on my heel and went back to my room. 

" You take kindly to dictatorial airs, I must say," 
laughed my wife, who had been watching the scene 
from within. 

" I suspect the Syndic means to be revenged for 
my humble suite. I dare to say he expected an 
escort of the heroes of Calatafimi and Milazzo, and 
looked forward to entering Forio with aU the procon- 
sular pomp with which his classic imagination teems; 
but I'll be even with him," I growled. Then, 
lighting a cigar, I threw myself on the bed, and 
meditating on the vanity of human grandeur, 
since — 

Monarch of all I 8urvey*d, 

Of food there was none to dispute, 

13—2 
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I fell asleep— to dream that the Syndic was lowering 
me into a well in a basket of water-melons, while 
Nullo, Julius Caesar, and like heroes were devouring 
lampreys, sea-fruit, pheasants, and heathcocks before 
my famished eyes. 

" Signer dittatore, the supper is ready," said my 
wife, awakening me. " You would have set fire to 
your kingdom, Nero-like, if I had not taken away 

your cigar. Come! Signer Q -has accompanied 

the supper in person." 

And sure enough a goodly repast was spread in 
the hall ; cold meats, sausages, bread, and rich old 
Ischian wine ; while, to crown all, a dish of calamaries 
had been procured by two fishermen, who had set to 
work right willingly for a Garibaldian. In payment 
they asked to see us, and on being introduced came 
up and touched the legendary red shirt, kissed our 
hands and retired, seemingly satisfied that we were 
common mortals after all. 

Signer Q , whom, as soon as my appetite was 

appeased, I questioned as to the state of the island, 
could give me no later tidings of Forio than those 
brought by the Syndic, who did not seem quite at 
ease in his presence. The steamer which ought to 
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have left Forio at noon, touching Borgo d'Ischia at 
2 P.M., for Naples, had not made its appearance. 
All that he could vouch for was, that the town of 
Ischia, the districts of Casamicciola and of Lacco, 
were in favour of Garibaldi and the Italian cause. 

I enjoined on the Syndic to send a messenger to 
the liberals in Forio to apprise them of our coming, 
wrote orders to the commander of the National Guard 
to despatch a company at 6 a.m. on the morrow 
towards Casamicciola, half a company to advance 
within three miles of Forio, flanking Mount Epomeo, 
on the opposite side ; then, thanking our host for his 
supper and his promise to provide us with the means 
to continue our journey, we parted company. 

At dawn our quadrupeds appeared, and we mounted, 
each laughing at the undictatorial appearance of the 
procession. Keeping the sea to our right, we wound 
round the northern base of Mount Epomeo, tjirough 
the olive-groves and vineyards which clothe the cone- 
shaped island; the Syndic illustrating each bush and 
mound with agricultural and antiquarian lore, and, 
among other rarities, presenting us with the duplice 
ficu which Horace sang. 

We halted for breakfast at the elegant establish- 
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ment of baths near Casamicciola^ but a few miles 
from the hotbed of revolt, the Syndic strongly urging 
me to await there the arrival of the National Guard* 
As yet, I had not pondered on the course to be 
pursued. From a military point of view an armed 
assault was clearly indicated; but, as a soldier of 
liberty, I shrank from shedding citizen blood. More- 
over, I had been unable to gather from the Syndic 
the precise character, extent, and aim of the out- 
break ; all that he had particularly insisted on being 
the necessity of investing him with civil and military 
authority. A landing of Bourbon adherents from 
&aeta might complicate matters, were we to enter 
Forio unarmed; but on asking, I ascertained that 
neither of the two steamers which alone of his entire 
fleet remained faithful to Francesco IE. had been sig- 
nalled off the island. Should I establish my head- 
quarters at Casamicciola, summon the syndics of the 
loyal communes to send detachments of the civic 
guard towards Forio, as a nucleus round which those 
already in march could rally, despatch the sergeant 
with a flag of truce, call on the rebels to lay down 
their arms, and send a deputation to hear my terms ? 
This would certainly be the most prudent course. 
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But the Garibaldian instinct^ stifled for a moment 
perhaps^ reawoke^ and^ laughing aloud at my pruden- 
tial fit, I wrote counter orders for the civic guard of 
Borgo d'Ischia, and, handing it to a messenger, cried 
to the Syndic, — " To horse ! en route for Forio ! '* 

Recalling the sudden pallor that overspread his 
face, as he stood thunderstruck at my exclamation, I 
believe that he thought seriously for a moment of 
leaving me to suffer the effects of my rashness alone; 
but with the attitude of one who goes to meet the 
worst, he followed me in stoic silence, while I 
endeavoured in vain to gain some tidings of the 
revolt in Forio from the master of the baths. Eitheif 
he knew nothing or would tell nothing, and, growing 
every moment more perplexed, I resolved to take 
my chance. 

We remounted our asses, I at the head of the 
column, my wife next, the sergeant following, the 
Syndic bringing up the rear. Arrived within half a 
mile of Forio, at a sudden bend in the road we came 
upon an entire population advancing towards us, 
respectable citizens, artisans, matrons, damsels and 
their escorts, schoolboys, children of all sizes ; while 
vivas, welcomes, questions, huggings, claspings. 
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kissings, fairly took away our breath. Many of them 
had taken me for Garibaldi in person, deceived per- 
haps by the fair hair and beard, perhaps by rmnom*, 
more Ukely still by their own desires. 

"I am not Garibaldi; indeed I am not Gari- 
baldi ! " I cried, as soon as I could speak. 

" No matter ! You are a Garibaldian," they 
replied in chorus. 

Two of the portliest citizens took my donkey's 
reins; ladies and children dressed in white, and 
covered with tricolour ribbons, surrounded my wife, 
and one of them held over her head a gold and 
damask umbrella, precisely similar to those used by 
priests when transporting the holy wafer ; her hands 
and lap were filled with bouquets, which, despite her 
efforts to save them, fell on either side, and were 
replaced by fresh ones all aloilg the road. As we 
entered the town a startling explosion of squibs 
resounded on every side ; the church bells rang out 
like mad; the musical bands struck up in chorus; 
the roofs, windows, and terraces, lined with spec-, 
tators, were bright with banners, tapestry, streamers, 
garlands, wreaths, and knots of flowers, and through a 
hailstone of flowers, comfits, and kisses we proceeded 
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to the public square. Here the National Guard 
drawn up, presented arms, and the deafening shouts 
were drowned in the yet more deafening roll of drums. 

To the left of the square was erected an impromptu 
altar, richly ornamented and lighted, while a priest 
in sacerdotal robes and two files of surpliced sacristans, 
scattering incense, chanted the Benedicite^ pueri^ 
Dominum. Perceiving that my self -constituted 
grooms were leading my donkey past the town-hall, 
I beseeched them to allow me to dismount. 

" Eccellenza," they replied, "deign to gratify 

the people, who are clamorous to behold you ; " and, 

too bewildered for further resistance, I was e'en 

compelled to allow the comic cavalcade to proceed 

at will. Once, in returning by one of the narrowest 

lanes of Ischia, the procession was forced to halt. 

*' All hail ! Eoi d'Yvetot," my wife whispered viciously 

in my ear, and the resemblance to the model king 

who — 

Snr nn &ne pas k pas 
Parcoorait son royanme — 

struck me so ludicrously that my lips bled with the 
effort to keep serious, rendered doubly diflScult by the 
fact that the girth of my pack-saddle had given way 
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and I expected eyeiy moment to salute the Forian 
soil in a way little calculated to enhance my royal 
dignity* The effect of the comedy was also heightened 
by the sergeant, who took matters seriously, received 

his share of applause as unto himself, Sergeant F 

conceding nothing to his red shirt, cause and object 
of the enthusiam. Giving himself out as my secretary, 
he received the supplications and petitions (which, as 
usual in Southern Italy, poured in on every side), 
accorded patronage, held out hopes of employment 
and promotion, and, once the promenade over, in- 
stalled himself in one of the rooms assigned to me 
in the town-hall, and, placing sentinels in civic 
uniform at the door, received en prince the clients 
with which his ante-room soon swarmed. 

The municipal authorities, magistrates, officers 
of the National Guard, and numerous respectable 
citizens crowded to my apartments to pay homage to 
the Dictator's representative. Somewhat recovered 
from my surprise at being welcomed with flowers 
and bonbons in lieu of stones and shot (a proof that 
the Syndic had not exaggerated the number of liberals 
in Forio), I congratulated all present on the feet 
that at the sole vision of a red shirt — symbol of 
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liberty and justice — the Bourbon reaction had hidden 
its head^ and added that, resolved to extirpate it 
without mercy, and thus place the inhabitants beyond 
the possibility of being again overwhelmed by the 
sudden assault of an audacious minority, I counted 
on the co-operation of the authorities, on the courage 
of the civic guard, on the disinterested counsels of 
the liberals, and concluded, " If there be a stru^le^ 
I shall be the first to aflBront the dangers, proud to 
expose my life for the inhabitants of Forio ! " 

For a full minute I stood silent ; expecting to see 
my auditors brandish their swords, or extending 
their right hands, take oath to combat for their 
native soil and for their common country. But the 
silence remained unbroken ; blank astonishment was 
depicted on every countenance; each looked at me 
and then at his neighbours. Did they deem me 
distraught, or had I spoken in an unknown tongue ? 
I looked round for the Syndic — he was nowhere to 
be seen. I called for the commandant of the National 
Guard. 

'^ The syndic and the commandant are one and 
the same person,'* replied several voices. 

This the Syndic's cap might have told me, but 
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it had not occurred to me that in a small town such 
as Forio, the highest grade would be that of captain. 
Little time was left to me for reflection, however, 
as, to the silence and immobility of bewilderment, 
succeeded a buzz of voices and a forming and re- 
forming of groups intent on concerting a common 
project. Presently one of the civilians advanced 
towards me. 

" Eccellenza ! " he began, " Signer B , a 

man of wealth and of considerable influence in the 
town, despite his haughty, ambitious, domineering 
disposition, has chosen to assume both the oflSce of 
syndic and commander of the civic guard. This 
violation of the laws, the incompatibility of the 
two functions, provoked remonstrances even under 
Francesco 11. During the brief period of the con- 
stitution the affair did not excite much resistance, 
but on the flight of the King the citizens of Forio 

formally intimated to Signer B that he must 

resign one of the oflSces. This he refused to do, 
affirming that this concentration of power was in 
perfect harmony with a dictatorial government, and 
that in the unsettled state of affairs the turbulent 
spirit of our populace needed the curb of a strong 



THBEE days' DICTATORSHIP. 205 

hand. The discontent, which soon spread to the 
masses, towards whom he has ever demeaned himself 
with hauteur and disdain, soon vented itself in tokens 
of unmistakable hostility and in menaces of worse. 

More than once Signer B threatened to go to 

Naples and return with a battalion of Garibaldians to 
punish the canaille ; hence, the night before last, a 
number of the populace surrounded his house, 
pouring execrations on his name, and vowing ven- 
geance on his person. In the confusion a few 
harmless shots were fired. Favoured by the 
night, he contrived to leave his house and escape 
from Forio in a boat. That the people abstained 
from hostile demonstrations on his return is owing 
to the respect inspired by Garibaldi's represen- 
tative." 

" But the Bourbonic reaction ? " I asked. 

" The Bourbon has not a partisan in Forio. No 
symptoms of disorder, save such as resulted from 
the causes I have named, have appeared among us. 
Our people are enthusiastic for liberty ; they worship 

Garibaldi. Signer B has calumniated his native 

town." 

Almost all present signified their approbation of 
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the speaker. A lieutenant of the National Guard, 
however, came forward and Bsid : — 

" It is true that Signer B is ambitious ; the 

sentiment of vengeance blinds him at times, but 
your Excellency must take into account that he is 
a disinterested and upright citizen, thoroughly under- 
stands military organization, and is a most able 
administrator ; the gentleman who has just spoken, 

while he has not spared Signer B 's fidlings, has 

by no means exaggerated his influence and popularity 
among a large portion of our townsmen." 

These matter-of-fax^t statements of causes and 
effects caused the grotesque side of my melodramatic 
speech to stand out in pitiless relief. 

Sindaco empio ! were the words that rose to my 
lips, as I felt the crimson of shame and vexation rush 
over my cheeks and brow, but, dissimulating my 
frame of mind as best I could, I expressed my satis- 
faction that affairs were so much less complicated 
than I had been led to expect, promised to give the 
circumstances my serious attention, and requesting 
all present to leave their names and addresses, with b 
courteous bow, I dismissed them. 

Left) alone, I could not help feeling angry at the 



THREE pays' DICTATORSHIP, 207 

comedy. What would I not have given to have been 

simple Lieutenant A. M for the next ten minutes, 

free to chastise my Syndic in my own way ! Never- 
theless, I was glad that all was as it was, though I 

could not understand how on earth Signor B 

had hoped to play out his part, and use iihe govern- 
ment and myself as instruments to confirm him 
tyrant of Forio. 

Eesolved not to judge him on accusations which, 
though they appeared but too well founded, had been 
brought against him by his enemies — perhaps ids 
rivals — ^giving due weight to the observations of the 
young lieutenant, I summoned, one by one, such of 
my ex-visitors as seemed adapted to help me out of 
the predicament, and sent for others, named by them 
as friendly or hostile to the Syndic. From the con- 
flicting evidence I gathered that, from time imme- 
morial, the town had been divided by the rival influ- 
ences of two families — ^the family B , and the 

family B. ; that the present Signor B , of 

"literary repute, richer and more energetic than Signor 

E (who, however, outshone him in rank and in 

popular aflection), had been nominated syndic by the 
ex-government; that, fearing lest the command of 
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the civic guard should £ei11 to a member of his rival's 
flEunily^ he assumed it himself, declining to resign his 
post as syndic, lest he should be dependent on Signor 

S , his inevitable successor. I also learned that, 

by the messenger despatched the overnight, Signor 

B had instructed his friends to keep my approach 

and that of the civic guard a secret, to surround us 
on our entry with every token of welcome and respect, 
to prevent his rivals from approaching, to give me his 
version of affairs, to explain the hostility shown to 
himself as symptoms of reaction, and to induce me, 
under the circumstances, to confirm him in his double 
oflSce- Furthermore, I was told that, at the moment 
of his flight, he had bidden the captain of the little 
steamer (his staunch adherent) not to stir without his 
orders, to prevent the truth from oozing out at 

Naples. But Signor Q , our Amphitryon of 

Ischia, had also despatched tidings of my approach 

to the S s, his personal friends, and thus the 

plot, organized so carefully by the Syndic, was 
destroyed in a moment. After making up my mind 
on the course to be pursued, I summoned Signor 

IB . He presented himself, looking somewhat 

livid, but affecting perfect composure. 
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" Signer colonnello ! the Hortensian lampreys 
caught last night have arrived in Forio." 

" Signer B , the curtain has fallen ; your 

talents as an actor are undeniable, but the farce was 
a sorry one." 

" Signore ! I fail to catch your meaning." 

" Within an hour you will deposit in my hands 
the city seaL ,You are no longer syndic." 

He bowed profoundly in token of submission. 

" I have named Signer B syndic in your place.'* 

** Your Excellency must also name my successor 
to the command of the National Guard. I resign 
from this moment." 

" You would forestall me, Signer B ? Spare 

your pains; you are aware that the command was 
never yours?" 

" Be that as it may, nothing would induce me to 
become a dependent on my greatest enemy." 

*' For abuse of power, for fabricating false reports, 
you must, as a public functionary, expect to be a 
dependent on the sheriff." 

" I prefer this dependence to the other. If I 
have erred it was through zeal for the public good ; 
my administration has restored the city to its ancient 

14 
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prosperity; as head of the civic gaard I have organized 
a model corps " 

*^ What are the causes of your enmity with the 
R family?" 

" The causes are profound ; we inherited them 
from our forefathers; we imbihed them with our 
mothers* milk ; they are rooted in the records of old 
struggles, and nourished by recent injijries." 

" Be they what they may, you must expiate your 
faults as a public functionary." 

" I hope to be able to do so in a manner worthy 
of a gentleman." 

" That will not suffice ; you must learn to expiate 
them as a patriot." 

"In what way?" 

" By accepting the command of the National 
Guard. Here is your commission." 

" Signore ! you exact an impossibility." 

" Your faults deserve the severest punishment, 
and this is the penalty which I inflict in virtue of my 
authority. At seven I expect you at dinner in your 
captain's uniform," and, without leaving him time to 
reply, with a significant a rivederla I bowed him from 
the room. 
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I sext sent the nomination of syndic to Signor 

B f with a courteous letter, informing him that I 

would wait upon him in person to receive his r^ly» 

The news spread through the city in a moment 
and produced a burst of universal joy. The people, 
crowding to the square, clapping their hands, and 
shouting *^ Viva Garibaldi ! Viva la liberta ! '* insisted 
on my appearing at the balcony. I told them that I 
hoped we should not separate until our mutual work 
of reparation and eonciliatioii was accomplished, since 
liberty, justice, and concord symbolized the emanci- 
pating mission of Gtaribaldi ; that, in a town such as 
Porio^ unmolested by fiustions adverse to the redemp- 
tion of Italy, private feuds, bom and nurtured in the 
dark days of oppression, ought to be merged in a 
fraternal work of national renovation (loud cheers) ; 

that, consequently, having appointed Signor E 

syndic (frantic applause), I had named Signor B 

commander of the National Guard. A moment's 
silence ensued, as though the announcement had 
taken away the popular breath, then a unanimous 
"Si! Si!" burst forth; the band struck up the 
Garibaldi hymn, and an indescribable scene of joy 
ensued. 

14—2 
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Signor E was a septuagenarian of mild and 

dignified aspect, beloved throughout the island, and 
still more respected for the blindness that had over- 
take;n him in the galleys of Ventottene, where Ferdi- 
nand n. kept him for years a prisoner as a partisan 
of liberty and the open enemy of the Bourbons since 
the revolution of 1820. 

He received me in the library. I found him 
seated in an arm-chair of another century. Towering 
above his venerable head appeared the family escutcheon, 
carved on the high straight back of walnut-wood, 
polished and worm-eaten, as were the bookcases, 
writing-tables, and reading-desk. All the furniture 
was ornamented with barocco carving, in harmony 
with the fresco architecture of the walls, after the 
fashion of the seventeenth century, introduced by 
Borromini. Three or four children were playing at 
their grandsire's knee, their mothers embroidering 
a tricolour flag destined for Garibaldi ; an aged aunt 
was spinning silk from a distafif of bamboo ; his eldest 
grandchild, radiant in the beauty of her eighteen 
summers, was kneeling on a cushion by his side, 
reading my letter, his hand stroking her sun-kissed 
hair. As I entered I heard her whisper — " It is he ! " 
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The old man rose^ and^ led by his grandchild, 
came to meet me, and taking both my hands in one 
of his, he clasped me to him with such impetuous 
tenderness that I felt my own eyes dim. 

^'A follower of our redeemer beneath my roof; 
ah, Nora ! Nora ! " he murmured, his sightless eye* 
balls upturned to heaven, '^ would thou hadst lived to 
see this day ! " 

" Would indeed ! " repeated one of the daughters, 
as the whole group, including the baron's sister, 
gathered round us, putting me quickly at my ease by 
their frank and genial welcome, while the young 
Norina, touched, perhaps, by my genuine sympathy 
with the old man's emotion, led me to the balcony 
overlooking the sea, and said, pointing to an island 
in the distance : — " That is Ventottene ; for thirteen 
years grandpapa was confined there in chains; and 
here grandmamma used to sit and weep — and she 
died, praying vainly for his return. I am named 
after her," she added, lifting up her frank liquid eyes 
to mine. 

In a moment I became one of that family circle, 
who with amiable curiosity questioned me about 
Garibaldi — ^his genius, his beauty, his virtue, and his 
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feats .; coaxing me to relate onr adyentnreB, aimonsly 
scanning my hopes tor the futnre; and Norina'« 
^aithnsiasm knew no bounds when I presented her 
with the only portrait of Garibaldi with his autograph 
which I possessed, and which I always cairried in my 
pocketbook. 

It needed all our conjoint eloquence to induce 

Signor R to accept the ofi&ce of syndic. ^*He 

was too old," " too infirm ; " his blindness, his 
retired habits, were arguments put forward and 
rejected one by one. 

" You will only have to direct, grandpapa^ and my 
father will do all the work: " and Norina conquered, 
-as usuaL 

With still greater earnestness the daughters oad 
daughters-in-law urged my suit, when I ^itreated 

Signor E to accompany me to the town-hall, and 

depose on the altar of his country the hereditary 
rancour which had so long disturbed the dty aoid 
•embittered the peace of such a united fEimily. Oxdy 
the aunt, unmarried, and a rigid conservative in aH 
that concerned the traditions of the baronial family, 
returned taciturn, with lowering farow, to her distafE, 

A dead silence followed: the inward fltruggle of 
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the brave old man revealed itself in the clenched 
hands and firmly compressed lips. 

" Sia ! (be it so) '* he said, at length : the ccm- 
vnlsive sigh — sob, I might say — ^revealed the sacrifice 
involyed in that single word- 
Leaning on my arm, I led him along the streets, 
through two dense files of people, who saw him bnt 
rarely, and who now overwhelmed him with almost 
filial affection. As we entered the saloon in the town- 
hall I saw Signer B standing beside my wife in 

his captain's uniform. He became livid as a corpse at 
the unexpected apparition of his sightless foe followed 
by his sons and various Mends whom I had invited 
lo dinner* 

"I am truly glad to see you here, Captain B ," 

I said, advancing to shake hands with him. 

" Your Dictatorship," he answered, with flashing 
eyes, " bruises me with its iron gauntlet. Absolute 
power is ever formidable.*' 

" Captain B ^ my wife awaits your arm," I 

said, leading the way to the inner room^ where the 
^dinner was prepared. 

I led the new syndic to a seat by my side, and, 
TOoticwiing to my wi& to aocupy the next chair, with 
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the captain beside her, we managed to give the key- 
note to the conversation; the exquisite wines and 
dishes, including the Hortensian lampreys, proved 
useful auxiliaries ; while the musical bands and the 
incessant cheers from the people gathered in the 
square relieved us from the embarrassment which 
threatened the whole party at the commencement. 

Towards the close of dinner I rose, and, silence 
following, began : — 

*' The people applaud this banquet of recon- 
ciliation ; they know that we are here to accomplish 
a religious act " 

At this juncture a popular deputation was an- 
nounced, and I hastened to admit them, grateftd that 
they had come in time to save my speech from 
wrecking on the sands of vapidity. 

'* Signer Sindaco — Signer Capitano ! " began the 
spokesman, with peremptory eloquence, " the assem- 
bled populace demands to greet you reconciled." 
These words electrified the room. The firm, sono- 
rous voice of the popular orator seemed the echo of 
the omnipotent voice of the people. All present rose 
to their feet. 

*^ Let it be mine to seal this act of reconciliation 
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between two such noble patriots," said my wife, join- 
ing the hands of the syndic and the captain. 

*' Giovanni B ! *' and the solemn accents of 

the blind man's voice thrilled every heart, '* say that 
in the name of Italy and Garibaldi we abjure the 
past." 

"I do," answered the captain, who was van- 
quished now ; and the two men, who £rom the cradle 
had been taught to hate, embraced as brothers and as 
friends. 

Obedient to the command of the people, they 

presented themselves on the balcony, grasping each 

other's hands — enemies no more. The candelabras, 

borne behind them by the guests, illuminated the 

scene. It was a picture for Gherardo delle Notti. 
« « « « 

The news of the presence of a representative of 
Garibaldi had spread like wildfire through the island, 
and on the morrow from every commune and village 
the inhabitants clustered to Forio. 

Our departure had been fixed for noon; but as 
we were preparing to leave the town-hall, a deputation 
of Bourbon officers from Procida was announced, and 
a major, a captain, and three lieutenants presented 
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themsehes. The major was a bald-headed Tetffl!aB, 
nor were any of his companions young. The Fortaresa 
of Procida was in their custody. They were in fdll- 
dress uniform : red trousers, a long blue tonic &lling 
below the knee, two rows of hnge silver buttons con- 
verged from the shoulder to the waist, silver epaulettes 
aUa fra/ncese ; a gilded breastplate, with the Bourbon 
arms engraved, pended from the collar ; each held an 
enormous shako in his hand. 

" We have come," said the major, " to do homage 
to the Dictator's representative;" and they crowded 
round to kiss my hands. 

" I'm not the pad/re dhate^^ I said, snatching away 
my hands abruptly. 

" Eccellenza ! " answered the major, in Neapolitan 
dialect, " noi teniamo moglie e picciriUi (we have 
wives and little ones). When Francesco EL was beaten, 
we passed over to the National Government ; we dotf t 
know the fate reserved for us, and we recommend 
ourselves to your eccellenza." 3>uring the major's 
speech his companions performed the orchestral 
accompaniment ; as, with a pathetic egression of 
countenance, they indicated in the air, with their 
hands, the height of their respective 'pi^vnllL 
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One felt Borry for ikem, yet it was difficult Jtot to 
smile. 

*' Really I can hardly say," I began, with a slight 
shrug of the shoulders, and, without giving me tiniiB 
±0 finish, they a11 broke iont — 

" One little word from your excellency,*' 

And I, interrupting, in my tuni, — " Send in a 
formal act of adhesion to the new government, and, 
in virtue of the dictatorial decree issued at Salenu), 
your grades will be confirmed^ xm ihe condition " — 
here I skipped back a few paces, as they, with one 
impulse, darted at my hands — ^^on the condition that 
you obey the decaree issued at Palermo, which prohibits 
the word ' eccellenza,' and the kissing of hands.'^ 

^* Ecc — Signore!" said the major, '*^you are 
young. I might be your fether: let me at least kiss 
you;" and the rest, with their heads on one side. 
Mid with supplicating eyes, echoed the request. 
Falling npon me, theyiissed away with a vengeance^ 
while I, submitting, nolens volens^ to do duty as a 
reliquary, debated in my mind whether they were 
Boldiers or sacristans, and sought unconsciously for 
the rosary, which it seemed mnst needs be hidden 
imdi^ the sword-belt. 



220 THE BED SHIBT. 

As soon as they had taken theur departure^ I 
hoped to efifect my exit without a fresh demonstra- 
tion, gaining the shore by a private road; but I 
found my wife surrounded by the daughters of the 

Signer B and many other ladies of Forio, who 

were trying to persuade her to remain a few days in 
the island, promising her lint and bandages, lemons 
and the rare old Ischian wines for the new hospital 
(all of which, let me record, they furnished in abun- 
dance for the wounded of the 1st October ; the cap- 
tain distinguishing himself by his lavish gifts of 
wine). A quiet exit was thus rendered impossible, 
so we were obliged to gain the port by the square 
and high street. 

The festivities of the preceding day had given 
place to the sorrowful adieu. It seemed the breaking 
up of a family, by the departure of one of its mem- 
bers. It was a noiseless, almost mute farewell ; the 
people uncovered their heads as we passed; many 
stretched out their hands from afar, as though they 
would fain have touched us. I saw tears in many an 
eye : the roofs, the houses, the shore, the pier, pre- 
sented one dense mass of human heads. As we stood 
upon the steamer's deck, and she began to move — ' 
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^* Adieu!" "Thanks!" "Viva Garibaldi!'' burst, 
as in one voice, from the multitude, and they stood^ 
waving their handkerchiefs and wafting kisses to us 
with their hands, untfl the first cape that we doubled 
hid us from their sight. 

Captain B , the sons of the Syndic, and 

several youths of Forio accompanied us on our 
return, and on the condition that a band of volun- 
teers should be formed in Ischia, to assist Garibaldi 
in his final efibrts to liberate the south, I promised to 
present the latter to the Dictator. Long before we 
touched the shore of Borgo d'Ischia we could see a 
little fleet of boats advancing to meet us, and, in 
gratitude for the welcome supper, we were com- 
pelled to land and breakfast at the elegant villa of 

Signer Q , whose greeting to the captain was not 

less cordial than that given to the sons of his old 

friend Signer E . Minutely informed of every 

detail, he congratulated me privately on the course I 
had pursued, expressed his conviction that the peace 
would be a lasting one, and entered with alacrity into 
the scheme for the Ischian volunteer corps. 

An hour before sunset Pozzuoli came in sight, 
and already in fancy's eye I had cast the cumbrous 
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sceptre of dictatorship into the gulf, and having given 
aceonnt of m; stewardship, was reposing in my mo- 
dest room in Santa Lucia, Lieutenant A. M once 

more :! But the governor of the province was awaiting 
us in the port, and we were constrained to enter a 
conrt carriage, and pass through the bannered town in 
the midst of a rgoicing people. 

'* Why all this ? " I asked, now&irly puzzled and 
annoyed., 

*^ The citizens of Pozzuoli are anxious to pay due 
homage to the Dictator^ in the person of his repre- 
sentativeJ' 

At the governor's palace we formd a sumptuous 
banquet spread for more than fifty guests — French 
wines of every species ; Neapolitan ices after the first 
course and towards the close of the endless dinner ; a 
splendid illumination of wax-lights; a profusion of 
plate and crystal, damask hangings, and festoons of 
camelias ! 

It was not for me to play the moralist, but,^ accus- 
tomed to the ascetic repasts of Gtaribaldi, I seemed to 
dream with, my eyes open in the midst of this sybaritic 
scene, which he, the virtuous, would have publicly 
disapproved^ but which I, alas, asdj diisapproved in 
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silence. I thought of the green apple, which, during 
the march from Nicotera to Mileto (in Calabria), 
the General, seated on the ground, threw to me, 
saying, " For you I break&st ! " And on it I break- 
fasted. 

I had to listen to sonnets and speeches ; hear and 
say a hundred graceful nothings to hundreds of per- 
sons who were presented to me, most of whom 
requested the honour of accompanying me to the 
Palazzo d'Angri. 

I thanked them, and, as courteously as I could, 
declined the honour. Vainly ! More than twenty 
carriages awaited us in the courtyard, and at length 
the procession started for Naples. Each carriage was 
crowded with civilians and ofi&cers of the National 
Guard. Half a dozen flaming torches from each 
carriage lit up the road with a long, reddish train 
of light and smoke. 

It struck nine as we issued from the grotto of 
Posilipo. The perspiration stood in beads on my 
brow at the idea of descending at the palace with 
this monstrous suite, which seemed to me a carnival 
masquerade. Garibaldi would already be asleep, and 
my comrades would never more have left me a mo- 
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ment's peace anent this Boman trininph following sach 
signal TictorieSy socb powerful nations subjugated. 

Arriyed in front of my host's house in Santa Luda, 
I called to the coachman to stop. He obeyed : all the 
rest followed his example. I descended with my wife : 
my entire suite descended also. 

" Thanks for your company/* I cried ; " this is 
my residence. Good night ! " 
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On the 9th October we were assembled, as usual, 
before dawn in the General's ante-room in the Boyal 
Palace at Caserta, sipping our coffee, and awaiting 
his coming, when a gentleman of some fifty years of 
age requested to be admitted to his presence. At 
that moment Garibaldi entered, dressed in his poncho, 
with his foulard on his shoulders ; and the gentleman 
pouncing on him, began, — " Signer Dictator, I cannot 
make up my mind to return to Bojano without the 
asked-for aid." 

** Why, you told me yesterday that you had three 
thousand patriots armed and ready ; surely these will 
suffice to quell reaction, and hinder it £rom spread- 
ing. A freed country ought to be able to pre- 
serve its freedom. You are major of the National 
Guard of the province — head the three thousand 
yourself! " 

15 
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"Without the presence of your soldiers, with- 
out the leadership and authority of ofi&cers of your 
suite, and of the bravest of these, I could do nothing 
with them." 

*^Were I to send battalions and ofi&cers every 
time a cry of fear reaches me from the Neapolitan 
provinces, Xerxes' army would not sufifice. Defend 
yourselves by yourselves, I repeat." 

" Your refusal, Eccellenza, will cost you the 
territories of Molise and Matese, and very probably, 
the Abruzzi." 

** Your pertinacity will cost me my patience ! " 

Thrusting his hat over his eyes, the General cut 
short the conversation by moving towards the stair- 
case ; the gentleman followed, keeping a little behind 
to the left, stretching out his neck as if to examine 
the General's profile, and seize the first opportunity 
of returning to the charge. As we reached the court- 
yard the General stopped so suddenly that the gentle- 
man found himself a step ahead. 

'^ Get my spy-glass, Basso." 

" I have it, Generale ! ^ 

*^ Grant me a little indulgence," chimed in the 
undaunted petitioner. " Place yourself in my posi- 
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tion; the wel&re of my country makes me impor- 
tmiate. You^ ^dio are a patriot ^ priori, can make 
allowance " 

"I have no time now, at any rate. You may 
return this evening." 

As we entered the piazza the faintest light of 
dawn was struggling through the leaden obscurity of 
night, and we could distinguish the pale column of 
the engine's smoke, and hear its impatient murmur 
at our delay. A wide gravel path leads &om the 
palace to the railroad, and on the grass-plots on 
either side bivouacked the Galabrian squadrons for 
whom there was not sufficient room in the wings 
of the palace of Caserta — ^the largest royal palace 
in Europe. As we passed, the faint indistinct 
noises of an encampment reached our ears, the 
last turn given in sleep, the gruff voices of some 
just awakening — ^the scene lit up at intervals by 
torches. 

" Garibaldi ! Garibaldi 1 " exclaimed one on the 
alert, and more swiftly than the rolling drum that 
name awoke the sleepers, who clustered round to 
wish him good morning, or whisper in his ear Hk 
word of love. 

15-2 
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The train took us to Santa Maria ; thencd we 
proceeded in a carriage to Sant Angelo^ and ascended 
the monntain on foot ; this was our daily pilgrimage. 
The southern flank of the famous mount is stee](> as 
a rocky and with the exception of a few myrtle bushes 
towards the top^ barren of shrubs and trees ] to the 
east a wide fissure separates it from Mount Tiferina, 
and here four of our heayiest cannons were ranged 
in battery ; to the north it descends in a steep slope 
to the Yoltumo; and to the west extends in a 
succession of crests like crenelated battlements. 
From the summit the wondrous valley of the 
Voltumo unfolds to view, which, winding visibly 
to the naked eye from east to west between sunken 
banks, seems one unbroken stream of molten silver. 
The mountains follow it in parallel lines as £ar as 
Sant Angelo and Cajazzo ; hence they diverge, and 
the river winding round Capua in the form of an 
elliptic curve, flows thence into the sea, fertilizing 
the plains 9f Terra di Lavoro. 

From the topmost peak of Sant Angelo, Garibaldi 
with assiduous thought watched the enemy's move- 
ments and planned the passage across the river, in 
order to fling himself between Capua and Gaeta- 
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divide the Bourbon army — conquer it on the Voltumo 
to-day, on the Garigliano to-morrow. Then, seated 
victor between the two rivers, await the young monarch 
of the Two SiciKes, and under the shadow of an olive 
receive his ceded sword. Not less than this had he 
a right to expect from th^ prestige of his name. 
Thus fell the fortresses on the Calabrian coast, and 
the citadels of the capital; thus fifty thousand 
soldiers melted away before his presence between 
Beggio and Salerno ; thus, yards braced and colours 
flying, the Neapolitan fleet had saluted him in the 
bay of Naples, lord and master. But with the cer- 
tainty of the intervention of the Sardinian king, the 
colours faded from this grand design. This inter- 
vention necessarily changed the character of the 
struggle. The Caprerian enchanter's magic spell 
was dissolved ; with the cessation of the miraculous, 
reality reappeared. One king, face to face with 
another king — the one defending his own crown, the 
other striving to snatch it from his grasp, the extra- 
ordinary gave place to the ordinary — rendered the 
intervention of the French fleet possible, and pro- 
longed the defence of Gaeta. The last canto of the 
epic poem was finished, the errata corrige remained. 
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Fortunately, Garibaldi foresaw the issue of these 
events. His frequent allusions to Caprera, and a 
faint mist of melancholy on his brow, convinced nae 
that he felt the premature termination of his liberating 
career. No vulgar jealousy, no low ambition, tortured 
him ; covered with glory, and intuitively abhorrent of 
all grandeur, only that which affected the future of 
Italian liberty had power to affect him. 

Our appearance on the summit of St. Angelo that 
morning was hailed by a more than usually vigorous 
salute from howitzers, cannons, and carbines. On the 
opposite bank of the Yoltumo, which runs at the foot 
of the mountain, the enemy had planted two howitzers 
to our lefk, two rifled cannon in front, and sharp- 
shooters behind the earth-works thrown up along 
the river. That formidable music lasted for four 
hours, the shots, too high at first, gradually adjust- 
ing themselves to our position. Scattered along 
the crest, we made capital targets for the royalists, 
but they did not find it so easy as they fancied 
to hit the bull's-eye. Once as I was standing by the 
side of the General, who was seated on a massive 
stone, calculating the chances of an insurrection in 
Hungary, a conical shot from a rifled cannon whistled 
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^o near as ahuost to touch us. '^ Che diavolo ! " 
said Garibaldi^ raising his hand as if to chase a 
;troublesoni6 fly^ and continuing the conversation. In 
less than a quarter of an hour we were greeted three 
or four times by similar visitors. I did not dare 
to ask the General to place himself behind the 
stone^ yet silence seemed cowardly, and insensibly 
I turned towards the spot whence the grenades came. 
Standing thus between him and them, I avoided the 
possibility of seeing him wounded. Meanwhile, he 
noted with his spyglass a corim of cavalry and in- 
fjEintry marching towards us from the road that leads 
to Cajazzo. 

" Go down," he said, " and order our largest 
pieces to fire on those squadrons." 

I obeyed, and the four pieces opened a fixe which 
lasted a fall hour. Beascending, I met my wife and 
accompanied her to Garibaldi. 

" I suspect it was you who went into Capua just 
now, accompanied by a flag of truce." 

" It was, Generale." 

'* Where were you during the skirmish between 
the outposts ? " 
, "In the hospital; your men are improving in 
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their aim, Generale : a conTalescent was killed on the 
hospital steps." 

'' And supposing that a general hattle had ensued, 
what conld yon haye done ? " 

'^ Bemained there. They wonld have treated me 
well enough. General S. took me blindfolded in his 
own carriage." 

" How are our men ? " 

" Well, and well treated : the king visited them 
the other day, and on seeing C, a Erenchman, in 
tears, and finding him suffering from home-sickness, 
he gave him his liberty, and had him conveyed to the 
outposts." 

" Hah ! it's well to be conciliatory ! What was 
the result of your interview ? " 

" The General," said my wife, with mock gravity, 
''thinks it scarcely worth while to treat for the 
wounded only, and proposes an exchange of prisoners 
en masse.'' 

'' Not a bad bargain either, considering that our 
thousands outnumber his hundreds. Good ! and 
now no more white flags hoisted without my per- 
ssion." 

He said this with his brightest smile; then. 
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turning to me asked, did you see how smartly those 
gentlemen took to their heels at the sound of our 
cannon ? 

Later in the day a second skirmish took place 
between the outposts inside the Capuan gates, and 
after a long series of assaults and retreats,^ which 
we watched from our pinnacle — ^whence Garibaldi 
sent orders and aid — ^we suddenly saw the enemy 
in fall flight towards the bastions before the red 
shirts, who followed him in hot pursuit, and 
made their own the line of outposts which the 
royalist had hitherto occupied. This fact confirmed 
my hopes of a speedy siege of Capua, as the lines 
just won rendered the approach less difficult ; and 
in the eyening — gathered as usual in our room 
adjoining the General's — Nullo, Missori, Caldesi, and 
myself discussed, as a certainty, the long-desired 
eyent. In the midst of our conversation entered 
Colonel P. — his eyes sparkling, his steps so jaunty 
that it was evident he came to announce news plea- 
sant to himself. Now P. was for the time being 
head of the Staff, and being an ardent partisan of 
the House of Savoy and restricted liberty, it troubled 
him exceedingly that men of republican opinions 
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Bhoold be near the General, to whom he was sincerely 
attached, and would fiEdn haye cured of his demo- 
cratic tendencies. Hence Caldesi and myself were 
perpetual eyesores to him, and consequently came in 
for more than our due share of night-watches and 
other disagreeables. He was passionately fond of 
political discussions, and frequented our circle with 
praiseworthy constancy in the hopes of making con- 
verts to his creed. His ideas were quite original, as 
he owed nothing to literature. The Italian that he 
spoke was mixed with Genoese, the syntax was all 
his own — ^tenses, genders, and numbers gave him no 
concern — his orders of the day were orthographical 
curiosities, his own name being minus one of the ^'s 
to which it was entitled. So what with the difference 
in our politics and the half suspicion that we were 
always quizzing him, there was such a gulf between 
us that it was impossible that tidings acceptable to 
him should be pleasant to us. 

We had not much time to speculate, for, in 
jocund tones, he informed us that the ** gentleman 
of Bojano" had induced the General to grant the aid 
implored; that Nullo was to head the expedition, 
composed of two battalions of rolunteers and twelve 
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mounted guides, while Captain Zasio and myself were 
to go as aides-de-camp. The snapping of a violin- 
String, in the midst of a melodious motive, could not 
have oJQTended the ear more than did this announce- 
ment. Capua besieged by our comrades, while we 
were on the barren crests of the Appennines giving 
chase to outlawed peasants ! A pleasant prospect 
truly, and still more painful was the separation, for 
ever so short a time, from Garibaldi. The thorn 
was ours, the rose was P.'s, who rubbed his hands 
with glee at the thought of having removed us, even 
temporarily, from the General's side. 

Major Caldesi, seated in a comer of the room 
with Mingon, his orderly, friend, comrade, and fellow- 
citizen, now turned to us, and with affectionate and 
persuasive words tried to reconcile us to our fate. 
*' Cheer up, lads! what must be, must; youTl be 
back in time for Capua, take my word for it." 

" Bravo, Caldesi ! " said Colonel P., who did not 
seem to have observed him before; *' that's good 
advice, and Fm sure you'll be glad to hear that the 
General assented to my proposal that you should 
accompany them ! " 

Caldesi started as though he had been shot, drew 
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himself bolt apri^t, then sank back into his chair, 
and taming his langoid eyes on his fiEdthfiil Achates, 
mnrmored^ — "CiuMingon!" and Mingon — ^'Sangae 
diSignor!" 

The irresistible hilarity produced by this picture 
was balsam to the wound inflicted on us by P., and in 
Caldesi's company^ the expedition looked less gloomy. 
He was a universal favourite, though we did laugh at 
him unmercifully. About five-and-forty years of age, 
of middle stature, tending to corpulency, he wore a 
coarse red shirt, while from his silyer belt hung a pouch 
which rested almost horizontally on the middle of his 
stomach, and contained his revolver. His trousers 
clinging to his fat legs were stuffed into his Welling- 
ton boots, which were finished off with an edge of 
green morocco, the two tags hanging outside, bright 
ringing spurs attached to the heels. His step was 
short, one foot keeping at a respectful distance from 
the other, as if the centre of gravity were in danger. 
His face bore the impress of imperturbable goodness, 
and a film over the pupils of both eyes gave to his 
physiognomy an expression which hovered between 
pathos, wit, and comedy. Ideas and events partook 
in his mind (perhaps on account of the film) of the 
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miraculous. He spoke in slow, nasal, singing tones, 
with a strong Faentino ring in his accent ; hence every 
time he opened his mouth he was greeted with 
shouts of laughter, A twenty years* conspirator, now 
an exile, now a prisoner ; a soldier in all the wars of 
Italian independence, member of the Boman Con- 
stituent Assembly — ^he possessed our affection and 
esteem, but gravity was out of the question ; and now, 
as he rose and slowly advanced towiards us with the 
evident intention of addressing the colonel, we watched 
open-mouthed. Placing himself right in front of P. 
— " Eeally," he began, " I can scarcely tell — I don't 
know whether I make my meaning clear — it is unjust 
— that is — ^I go of course — still it seems to me— just 
for the sake of the thing — suppose you had proposed 
yourself, it seems, if I don't mistake — good occasion 
to distinguish yourself — discipline of course — Ciii 
Mingon, let's go to bed." And he left the room, 
and we followed, our irritation returning with double 
force as we found ourselves alone. 

I found Pietro Bergamo, my orderly, awaiting 
orders. ''Have the horses saddled by six, put my 
railway rug under the saddle, and hire a good two- 
horse carriage for the same hour." And so saying. 
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I flung myself on the bed^ and slept till dawn, when 
we started for Maddaloni, where the two battalionB 
were stationed. 

NnllOy Zasio^ and myself beguiled the road by 
abuse of tbe gentlemen of Bojano. Galdesi yented all 
his wrath on Colonel P. After breakfeist on my way 
to the stableSy I met the said ^^ gentleman " seated in 
a carriage going at full gallop. I hailed the coachman^ 
and putting my head in at the window, asked him 
whither he was bound, adding that he could not have 
arriyed more opportunely, since the officers detached 
from head-quarters to lead the Bojano patriots were 
already arriyed. 

With the look of a person caught in a guilty act 
he murmured, " I am going to Naples." 

" To Naples ? Is that the road to Bojano ? Haye 
the goodness to get down and follow me." 
^ He obeyed, and I led him to the room in the inn, 
where my companions, enyeloped in clouds of smoke, 
were discussing war plans, whQe Caldesi was writing 
Colonel P.'s name with one g on the inn-keeper's 
slate. " I haye the honour," I said, '^ of presenting 
the yaliant originator of our expedition, whom I 
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found on his way to Naples^ there to await the^ 
results/' 

"So!" exclaimed NuUo, springing to his feet,' 
adjusting his tunic, and aoBuming an aathoritative 
mien. 

" I was going to Naples because I have left my 
overcoat there." 

" Oy^coat be Is it at Naples, pray, that 

you intend to muster the three thousand men yon 
promised to the Dictator ? " 

''I have important business to settle at Na* 
pies " 

** Tour business is to crush reaction in your native 
province; yesterday, in addressing Garibaldi, yon 
spoke as a civis Bomanus, and to-day you give your 
overcoat the precedence over your country. You will 
proceed at once to Bojano, and be sure that we find 
the three thousand men mustered and armed when 
we arrive." 

'* Signori," cried our prisoner, with supplicating 
accents, "I pledge my word that to-morrow I will 
post &om Naples to Bojano; but it is absolutely 
necessary that I pass this day in the capitaL" 

^* You will have the honour of leading the Tan 
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against the cafones and royalists/' I said, on which 
he turned on me his fixed dilated eyes, and mnrnmred 
"the van?" 

" Assuredly, the post of honour belongs to you, 
as the commander of the ciyic guard, and the initiator 
of the expedition." 

Nullo put an end to the dialogue by ordering me 
to reconduct him to the carriage, and tell the coach- 
man to drive straight to Bojano. This I did, taking 
the additional precaution 6f placing a corporal whom 
I could trust on the box ; then waving my hand with 
a smiling " to meet again," I turned upon my heel, 
mannaggio alV anima ivxi! being the gentleman's 
parting salute, as the corporal afterwards informed me. 

The next morning the two battalions commenced 
their march, and on the following day we passed 
them in our carriage on the way to Campobasso, 
situate on the other side of the Apennines. Baw 
recruits, undisciplined and new to war, their nn« 
martial aspect was far from promising. 

" If we had but two battalions of our Lombards," 
said Nullo, ^* we might enter Isemia with the band 
at the head of our column." 

" Quantity must make up for quality," said I ; 
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"the three thousand who await us at Bojano, and 
some that we shall surely find at Campobasso^ the 
capital of the province, will enable us to make short 
work of the rebels." And thus consoling ourselves we 
journeyed on to Samnio. 

The Matese and Molise districts, situate on either 
side of the Apennines — -which we crossed in order to 
reach Campobasso and recrossed to gain Bojano — 
form the ancient country of that warlike and formid- 
able race which humbled Eome in the proudest days 
of the republic. Laying aside the cares of war, we 
loosened the reins of our imagination more than once 
during the journey, which resembled an archaeological 
pilgrimage rather than a military march. Rubbing up 
our memories of Livy, Micali, and Niebuhr, we knit 
together legends and traditions, reconstructed cities^ 
temples, laws, and institutions, and collocated them 
on the barren and desolate crests of those mountains, 
bounded by Campania, Puglia, Lucania, where once 
two millions of Samnites flourished, and where now 
scarcely half a million of cafones drag on a miserable 
existence. 

"Can you believe," asked Captain Zasio, "that 
these ragamuffins in goatskin sandals and sugar-loaf 

16 
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hats, who howl for the Bourbons and slavery at a 
bishop's instigation, can be the legitimate descendants 
of those proud and dauntless warriors who armed 80,000 
foot soldiers and 8,000 horse in splendid uniforms 
and shields inlaid with gold and silver — ^who were so 
tenacious of their liberties that they made the Romans 
sweat blood ere they could subdue them, and even 
when subdued, crushed, and dispersed, aided them so 
valiantly against Hannibal, and in the review of the 
militia in Borne mustered seventy-seven thousand 
soldiers ? '* 

*' Mercy on us ! " cried Nullo, "where did yon 
fish up all that lore?" 

" 1*11 be bound that he has Livy in his pocket," 
said Caldesi, taking hold of his coat. " No, he hasn't 
per Bacco ! hah ! the lad is fresh from college, his 
beard is hardly sprouting. Well, in what year v/rbis 
condita, did the review take place ? " 

"In 529, when an invasion of the Gauls was 
feared." 

" Bravo ! we'll verify the date in the Campobasso 
library." 

"I have no doubt," I observed, "that these 
cafones are Samnites, pur sang.** 
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" The proofs, the proofs ! " cried Caldesi. " We 
know that Sylla, the ruthless destroyer of Samninm, 
declared to every one who would listen, that Borne 
would never rest till the last Samnite should have 
disappeared from the face of the earth."* 

^^Mr. Sylla was at liberty to declare what he 
pleased, but we know that a hundred thousand lice 
devoured him and his cruel projects." 

" Don't forget," interrupted Zasio, " that of twenty 
Samnite cities neither trace nor memory remains." 

''True! and this would account for the dis- 
appearance of three-fourths of the population; but 
Telesia, Isemia, Bojano, Eclano, Alfidena, still exist, 
and in these cities, traciBS of the ancient race will 
still be found ; on the taH of the empire they passed 
under the dominion of the Lombards, who were an 
army, not a people, then into the power of the Greeks, 
Normans, and Saracens, who were also armies and 
not peoides* No people has ever been utterly 
exterminated in modem times. To-day these cafones 
blindly obey their Catholic bishop, who urges them 
to reaction and stimulates them to the most atrocious 
acts of vengeance in the name of independence." • • 

"That's true," said Nullo; ''in the tumults of 
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Isemia they mutilated their prisoners atrocionsly. 
A cafone boasted of the exquisite flavour of Don 
Peppino's fillet fried on the gridiron. What's the 
meaning of cafone ? " he asked^ turning to the 
coachman. 

" Cafone, Eccellenza, is the name given to the 
tillers of the soil, and galantuomini to the proprietors.*' 

" The bishop of Samnium," I continued, " was 
once the Meddix Tuticus. 

** What was the name of the bishop ? " asked 
Galdesi.amid shouts of laughter, and Zasio, who 
could not tolerate any jesting in matters of erudition, 
answered gravely,^ — 

" Meddix Tuticus is not a proper name, but the 
title of the supreme magistrate of each Samnium 
society ; their communities were theocracies, and that 
title is taken from the Oscan tongue." 

** It sounds like.pure Bergamascan," said Nullo, on 
which Zasio's erudite gravity relented, but Caldesi, who 
counted on fresh food for merriment, continued, — 

*' What has monsignore the bishop, alias Tuticus 
of Isemia, to do with the descendence of the cafones 
from the Samnites ? " 

" Even as the bishop now incites the cafones to 
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insurrection^ so in olden times the Tuticus^ as magis- 
trate and priest^ governed them at will. Look at that 
mountain to the left : it is Taburno ; on its slopes 
are the Caudine forks." 

" That's a cheerful fact," observed Nullo. 

^^ On its wooded summit existed one of the most 
sacred temples, guarded by a hundred trusty swords. 
Here the Samnites with pious fervour assembled in 
darkness and silence to sacrifice human victims on 
their in£Eimous altars, and with awful oaths bound 
themselves to absolute obedience and submission 
to priestly rule. This oath of obedience they kept 
and fought to the death for the liberty of their moun- 
tain land ; to-day they obey the same authority, and 
believe that they are fighting for the same end. Times 
and customs change, the instinct of religious slavery 
remains the same, and even now overrules social ties." 

^'But not analogous facts," said Galdesi. 

" It may be so," said the captain, thoughtfully, 
"but to me your analogies seem arbitrary, and your 
deductions strained ; the two epochs are disjoined by 
an abyss of ages, and no human eye can discern the 
fiaint thread that connects them." 

** Well, I won't dogmatize, only let me ofier one 
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more proof. The medals discovered at Booca 
d'Aspromonte near Bojano seem photographs of the 
modem cafones : — the shock of thick, waying hair ; 
the low, broad forehead; flattened nose, distended 
nostrils, high cheek bones, fall chin, and stndght 
hps." 

** A personal description that seems taken from a 
passport. If such are the medals, the cafones cer- 
tainly resemble them, but to decide whether they are 
Samnites we must see them in battle." 

At Ponte Landolfo, the tax-gatherer, a warm 
partisan of the new order of things, welcomed us to 
his house, and gave us some very clear notions of 
the actual state of affairs. Isemia, he informed us^ 
was occupied by two thousand royal soldiers and 
gendarmes ; round this nucleus two or three thousand 
cafones had clustered, extending their operations some 
twenty miles from the centre. Divided into squadrons 
headed by gendarmes, they kept the mountains and 
sent emissaries into the remotest village to organize 
fresh squadrons — ^who carried on at the same time the 
culture of their lands. " These," said our host, " are 
the most formidable ; when you come upon them 
busy with their pickaxes and spades, you would not 
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Buspect them of sinister designs; but be on your 
guard, for at a given signal they will muster by paths 
unknoTm save to themselyes, and fall upon you in 
large and well organized bands. Have you cannon ? '* 
" No." " Then you must procure a couple. That 
alone intimidates them." So much did he insist on 
this as an absolute necessity, that Nullo ordered me 
to return to Gaserta and ask Garibaldi {ot the cannon. 
Convinced of the futility of such a request, I obeyed, 
went, argued, pleaded, demonstrated the necessity, 
and returned without the cannon. 

At Bojano, a town twenty miles &om Isemia, 
instead of the three thousand armed patriots promised 
by the " gentleman " whom we had caught in the act 
of escaping to Naples, and had forced to precede us, 
with great difl&culty we mustered thirty of the National 
Guard. Even these he refused to lead, alleging that 
" it was below the dignity of a major to assume the 
command of thirty men.'' On the morrow we pro* 
ceeded towards Isemia, unearthed a band of cafones 
who had intrenched themselves in Gantalupo, and at 
two P.M. reached Castel-Petroso, a village perched on 
the summit of the mountain, which we found literally 
deserted. Major Caldesi, mindfal of the tax-gatherer's 
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warnings proposed that we should halt. " No," said 
Nullo ; " we will go on to Pettorano, that village on 
the crest of that cone-like mountain yonder, which is 
but two miles from Isemia. I hear that Scott is 
marching from Capua with four thousand men ; we 
must fling ourselves on the enemy before their re- 
inforcements reach them. Bojano forms our natural 
basis of operations. If they menace our flank we can 
transport it thence to Gastel di Sangro^ and form the 
Piedmontese vanguard ; if attacked on our front with 
irresistible force, we can still return to Bojano, 
making a stand at Castel-Petroso." 

After a short discussion, this go-ahead doctrine 
of course prevailed, and we went on to a little inn 
at the foot of the mountain of Pettorano. Here I 
gave my horse an ample feed of com, with a sort of 
presentiment that I should stand in need of his best 
services. At four p.m. we entered Pettorano. From 
Cantalupo to Pettorano runs a steep Alpine gorge, 
some thirteen miles in length, convergent as far as 
Castel-Petroso, where it is crossed by the high-road ; 
then running parallel on one side to Pettorano, on 
the other to Carpinone. Here it widens into the 
valley where Isemia is situate, overlooked by the 
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mountain of Pettorano, on which we stood, on one 
side, and on the other by Carpinone. Sending Major 
Caldesi back to the inn with sixty men, giving half 
a battalion to Zasio, with which to man the heights 
of Carpinone, Nullo ordered me to range 600 on the 
hills of Pettorano, which extends one of its spurs 
towards Isemia. This done, I threw out half a 
company across the gorge to keep open the com- 
munications between myself and Zasio. At half-past 
four, the evening's manoeuvres from Isernia com- 
menced. A battalion of gendarmes marched along 
the high-road and the lateral fields, accompanied by 
half a squadron of cavalry and a flock of cafones. 

In order to animate our men, Nullo bid me 
collect the guides and our orderlies. We were 
eighteen in all. Descending from Pettorano, we were 
joined by Major Caldesi and Mingon, and galloped 
towards the enemy along the high-road. Our soldiers 
posted at Carpinone clapped their hands, and cries 
of enthusiasm echoed by those at Pettorano rent the 
air as we dashed into the midst of the royalists, who 
gave way in disorder. "Turn back! turn back! 
Cafones on the mountain : '' suddenly shouted our 
men from Carpinone ; but we continued to charge, 
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when we were greeted on our flank by a volley of 
mnsketry from the farthest slope of Pettorano, where 
I had posted 200 men. Nullo was at a loss to 
understand how that important position had been 
taken without a struggle^ and fearing to lose 
PettoranOy decided on returning to the town. Mean- 
while^ a sharp conflict raged between our horsemen 
and the cafones^ who, hidden behind the trees, 
peppered us at a few paces' distance. Ensign Bettoni, 
wounded in the leg, was carried back to our little 
ambulance at the inn, while we, spurring our horses 
up the olive slopes, fell on the cafones with swords 
and revolvers, and with the assistance of some of the 
soldiers, who descended from Carpinone, and the 
half company thrown across the gorge, succeeded in 
routing them. Nullo, leaving me with these to 
pursue them, returned with the major and the guides 
to Pettorano, bidding me act as circumstances should 
dictate. With 150 soldiers I pursued the fugitives : 
the repulse of the gendarmes, our daring charge, the 
retreat of the cafones, and our hot pursuit, had 
disorganized the enemy's ranks. Yet twice they 
faced about, and attempted to make a stand, but our 
men repulsed them at the point of the bayonet, and 
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succeeded in detaching a portion from the main body, 
who by the high-road, gained Isemia. I was tempted 
to enter with them, but, uncertain as to the spirit of 
the inhabitants, and nnwilling to put my men to too 
seyere a test, I decided on taking possession of the 
line of hills which bounds the plains and overhangs 
Isemia. On my right the high-road, branching, leads 
here to Isemia, there to Gastel di Sangro; and I felt 
satisfied with my decision, because, having cleared 
it of the enemy, I had rendered it possible for Nullo 
to cany out his idea of changing his base of opera- 
tions if necessary. 

Evening was now drawing nigh, and I had 
received no further instractions from Nullo — so 
leaving a captain in command, I resolved to ride 
back and acquaint him with the position of affairs. 
A continued crash of musketiy from Pettorano 
disturbed my ride, but I concluded that our recruits 
were, as usual, wasting their powder and shot ; and 
gaining the road, I met, about a mile from the inn, 
a squadron of our men and some provision waggons. 
They seemed disorganized and confused, and insisted 
that we were beaten by the royaUsts. I reassured them 
by asserting that it was we who had repulsed the 
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enemy, and that the day was ours. Just where the 
road, after winding from the base of Pettorano to the 
left, and crossing the gorge, winds to the right at the 
foot of Carpinone, and thence keeps straight on to 
Castel-Petroso, groans as of dying men met my ear, 
and by the light of the stars I conld distinguish some 
dark masses on the white stony road. Dismounting, 
I found a heap of dead and dying, who I concluded 
must have fallen in our recent combat. I knelt by 
the sufferers, promised to send succour and transports, 
but for all answer the death-rattle sounded in my ear. 
Continuing my ride, similar sights recurring, I began 
to think that some fresh and terrible conflict must 
have taken place while I had been leading the van 
towards Isemia. Burning with anxiety I reached 
the inn, knocked, shouted, entered, ran from room to 
room : the place was deserted. " So ! *' I thought, 
the host has fled, and all our people must be in 
Pettorano ; but it's strange that they have not left 
a picket nor even a sentinel on guard." Then I 
recrossed the road, and commenced the ascent to- 
wards Pettorano, chasing away the gloomy thoughts 
which were gathering. Half-way up the hill I met 
a shepherd with his flock, just returning from the 
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adjacent pastures, who to all my inquiries returned 
a sullen, ** I know nothing," and turned on his heel. 
Hastening on with increasing anxiety, a peasant 
descending crossed my path, and cocking my re- 
volver, I asked, — 

" Are you from Pettorano ? " 

" Sissignore." 

"Are our Garibaldians, the red shirts, there ?" 

" No." 

" No ? Tell me the truth, or I'll send a bullet 
down your throat." 

'^ Signore, the village is full of the soldiers and 
gendarmes of King Francesco, who are eating and 
drinking merrily." 

" But where are the Garibaldians ? " 

" Surrounded and defeated by the soldiers and . 
inhabitants; an hour before dark the horsemen 
retreated by the main road in the direction of Bojano, 
and the foot soldiers took to the mountains." 

These words, coupled with the absence of instruc- 
tions from Nullo — the dead and dying left on the 
road, the musketry heard, the deserted inn — con- 
firmed my worst fears; still I continued, — "Where 
are the cafones ? " 



254 THB BED SHIRT. 

'^ Encamped on the monntains along the road 
between Fettorano and Gastel-Petroso." 

"How many?" 

" I don't know their precise numbers ; but from 
two to three thousand, certainly." 

"You are deceiving me. I shall have to kill 
you. Precede me to Pettorano." 

" Stop ! " cried the man. " I assure you I have 
told the truth, and that you are going to certain 
death. Had I wished to deceive you, I should say 
let us go." 

" Go yourself, then, and verify, and swear to me 
on the host to return and tell the truth ; then I wUl 
give you two crowns." 

He swore and went, and in about twenty minutes 
returned to confirm the terrible story. Giving him 
the two crowns, I shook his hand and thanked him, 
marvelling at my luck in having flEdlen in with an 
honest cafone. He counselled me to abandon my 
horse, and follow the mountain paths to Bojano; 
but anxious only for the soldiers confided to me, I 
rode back towards Isemia. At no great distance I 
met them terrified, disorganized, diminished. They 
informed me that shortly after my departure an over- 
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whelming force had appeared^ driying them from the 
hills^ and pursuing them for nearly two miles. 
Vainly I endeavoured to indnce them to accompany 
me; natives of Molise and Matese^ they knew the 
mountain pathp towards Bojano^ and I alone pursued 
the high-road. A damp^ foul miasma rose from the 
marshes in the gorge ; and as I had been suffering 
from malignant fever since September, I took the 
precaution to take my railway rug from under the 
saddle, and use it as a cloak. A mile farther on, I 
saw a huge black mass, resembling a barricade, but 
as it moved, I concluded it must be a detachment of 
the enemy. Presently I heard the " Chi va li ? " 
and replying, " Viva Tltalia! " spurred my horse into 
a gallop. ^* Halt, halt, we are friends ! " and I came 
up with some of our own disbanded troops ; while 
from a ledge some six feet above the road a cry of, 
" Ah, Signer Padrone ! Mio padrone ! " was accom- 
panied by the descent of a horse and rider — ^which 
feat, strange to say, was accomplished without any 
broken bones. Clinging to me, with a voice broken 
by emotion, Pietro, my orderly, (for it was he,) could 
only exclaim, ** Signer Alberto, my captain, aUve ! 
Ah, now I am happy ! " 
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Allowing them to indnlge in their fevourite habit 
of speaking all at once^ I presently induced them to 
talk one at a time. Some of them^ it seems, had 
been on the heights of Pettorano^ some at the inn ; 
Pietro had remained with the staflf. While the gen- 
darmes and cafones were marching &om Isemia on 
our front in a semicircle — the left wing touching^ the 
mountain of Carpinone, the right resting on the 
slopes of Pettorano, the centre figuring in second line 
— ^it seems that a second corps of gendarmes, issuing 
from the opposite gate of Isernia, had, by secret 
paths, gained Pettorano, and were sustained in their 
entrance by the right wing of the first corps. The 
position was easily taken during our cavalry charge, 
for the raw troops, between two fires, and in the 
absence of officers who would have kept them to their 
duty, fled precipitately. They were unable to descend 
to the main road and join their comrades, becanse 
three thousand cafones — who had gathered from the 
farther slopes of the double line of mountains — 
occupied the space between them. Hence the dis- 
orderly band, menaced on every side, had scrambled 
up to a crag in the faint hope of gaining a place of 
safety. Meanwhile Nullo and his suite were return- 
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iug to PettoranOy but on reaching the inn had found 
it occupied by a strong band of gendarmes and 
cafoneSy who from the windows and garden shot at 
them with murderous effect. The sixty ousted from 
the inn had fought valiantly to open out for them- 
selves a path, but fSuling, sought to join the men still 
encamped at Carpinone. Nullo, Major Caldesi, and 
six guides, left alone, spurred their horses into the 
enemy's midst, and by dint of superhuman efforts 
made themselves a passage ; but farther on they had 
come upon the three thousand cafones, and no one 
knew what their fate had ;been. Pietro, separated 
from them in the fray, had led his horse up the 
mountain side, and over bluffs and crags had 
managed to reach the spot where I found him. The 
horror of our position did not consist in the prospect 
of almost certain death, but in the mode thereof: for 
the cafones gave no quarter, and whoever fell into their 
hands, even if wounded, was slowly tortured to death. 
During the recital I had weighed probabilities and 
taken my resolve. " Surrounded as we are," I began, 
** by an enemy who outnumbers us a hundred times, 
surrender is useless, as surrender means torture and 
death : moreover, Garibaldians never surrender. Shut 
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in a gorge which has but two outlets we are lost, but 
it remains to ns to suffer with infamy, cnr meet our 
fiate with honour. The enemy by this time has gained 
Oastel-Petroso, where he will await the fugitive rem- 
nants of our legion to slaughter them at dawn. This 
desperate state of afibirs ought at least to inspire ns 
with the courage of despair. I propose that we force 
our passage to Castel-Petroso with the bayonet. I 
will head the column. United and resolute, some of 
us may come out alive. The path of honour is also 
the only chance of safety. Avanti ! " 

Warmed by my speech, they fell into their ranks 
and followed me, though somewhat slowly ; and after 
a short march, we came on a carriage upset by the 
roadside. It was the one I had hired at Gaserta. The 
coachman was writhing in the agonies of death ; and 
at a little distance were several corpses completely 
stripped. We struck a light, and recognized Bettoni, 
of Cremona, wounded in the morning ; Lavagnolo, 
of Udine ; both guides ; one of the major's orderlies, 
mi several others whom I did not know — all hacked 
to pieces with cold steel. 

This sad spectacle had a most disanimating effect 
on our little band ; still they kept on : I exhausting 
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my eloquence, and Pietro occasionally assisting me 
with the butt-end of his musket. As we neared 
Castel-Petroso we could see lights in the windows. 
Built near the summit of the mountain, it is a long 
winding town, with the high-road running through* 
And here two thousand cafones were entrenched. At 
a sudden turn in the ascent we were greeted by a 
shower of stones. My men halted, while I replied 
to the enemy's '^Chi va la?" *^Viva Garibaldi;" 
which answer was hailed by a musket-shot, that 
served as a summons to the entire band. '^ Avanti 
per ritalia ! " I shouted, placing myself at the head 
of the column; but a fresh hailstorm made them 
halt, a gunshot dispersed them, and Pietro and I 
were left alone. 

'^ Are you coming, Pietro ? " 

" I am here, captain." And with a mental adieu 
to my wife, I spurred my horse into a gallop. 

The enemy, lining the mountain ridge that over- 
hangs the town jfrom end to end, awaited us with 
pointed guns. A volley of shots greeted our entrance, 
and on turning round a shower of balls fell close to 
us. Pietro, who rode at my left, thought proper to 
wheel tp my right, and, in effecting this manoeuvre, 
' 17—2 
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knocked my foot out of the stirrup ; nor did he 
better his own condition, as the balls now whistled 
on all sides, and one continued jet of burning car- 
tridges flew across us. In addition to the constant 
turnings, a steep descent compelled us to slacken our 
pace, and gave the enemy a better chance. Ever 
impatient of fire, my horse, probably penetrated with 
the gravity of the situation, had put on his con- 
sidering cap, and flew onward swift as an arrow. 
Pietro kept his sword unsheathed, I my revolver at 
full-cock, in case of a direct assault on the road; 
while with the hand that held the reins I grasped 
my railway rug, balancing it on the horse's neck, as 
though the possibility of fever even then had a 
greater hold upon my imagination than the almost 
certainty of instant death. The cafones, enraged at 
their failure, redoubled their efibrts, accompanying 
their shots with diabolic shouts; and I distinctly 
heard women's voices. 

Towards the end of the town the road opens out 
into a semicircle, then winds up another mountain, 
and here the fire slackened. A dead horse encmn- 
bered the path. Pietro passed without diflSculty, but 
my more sensitive steed drew back, shied, and reared. 
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The enemy rushed after us, and thundered away 
madly. At last the logic of spurs overcame the sen- 
timentaKty of the ill-advised beast, who bounded over 
the carcase, thus saving my life and his own, and by 
degrees we out-distanced our assailants. 

"Per Dio ! " exclaimed Pietro, " I shouldn't have 
performed that feat save by your side. Padrone." 

We lit our cigars, still on the look out: the 
thought of our own safety embittered by the remem- 
brance of our murdered comrades, our ignorance of 
the fate of the remainder, and the certainty of defeat 
— an experience as new to us as it was bitter. 

We reached Bojano after midnight, and dis- 
mounting at the house of the " gentleman," found 
him in bed, as pale as a corpse, in momentary expec- 
tation of a cafonic invasion. " Where are our 
oflScers?" I exclaimed. He pointed to a door — 
which I entered, and found Nullo and Sottocasa 
snugly in bed. We regarded each other as appari- 
tions. The major had just gone to Campobasso to tele- 
graph to the Dictator ; of Zasio nothing was known ; 
half of the guides had perished, and but a slender 
portion of the column had as yet reached Bojano. 
"An hour before sunset," continued Nullo, "sur- 
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rounded on all sides, we fought our way throngh our 
assailants in front of the inn, kept the high-road, 
under a rattling fire ten paces from us, for five con- 
secutive miles, trampling under our horses' hoofs and 
wounding all who attempted to cross our path. The 
infamous assassins cut to pieces Bettoni, Lavagnolo, 
and one or two others of our wounded, together with 
Caldesi's orderly (not Mingon), who accompanied 
them in the ambulance carriage." 

" We came upon them stripped and left upon the 
road." 

" Mori," he went on, " had his horse killed under 
him, and just as he was seizing another by the tail 
he was hewn down and stoned to death. Our little 
band fought calmly and bravely ; but so fearful were 
the odds, that even now it seems fabulous that any 
should have escaped." 

" I wonder," said I, " that the cunning boors did 
not barricade the streets ; I expect that we owe our 
safety to this omission, and to their eagerness to 
kill only the riders, and spare the horses; also 
because the rapidity of our course hindered them 
from taking proper aim." 

" They killed my horse at any rate," said Sotto- 
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casa — "just outside Castel-Petroso — and I fell with 
my leg under his belly. There I lay for some time, 
watching the cafones come and go, kill the fallen, 
and lie in ambush for fresh victims. At last the 
poor beast rolled orer in his death-struggles, and I 
dragged out my bruised and benumbed limbs, and 
crawled to the edge of the valley, and then on here." 

It was now my turn to recount my adventures, 
and we could not resist a laugh over my imaginary 
despatch to Nullo, — " The enemy repulsed to Isemia, 
the heights occupied by our men, the road open to 
Castel di Sangro,^^ 

At two A.M. we bade each other good night. 
After fasting sixteen hours in the saddle, we needed 
no rocking. I fell asleep on the sofa in the act 
of undressing, and in the morning found one leg 
still booted and trowsered. During the night fresh 
arrivals, and at noon, to our great joy. Captain Zasio 
made his appearance. Taking fifty men, the rem- 
nants of the half battalion with which he had 
garrisoned Carpinone, he had attempted to join the 
Staff during their conflict in front of the inn. Failing 
in this, he fought his way up to an inaccessible 
peak ; and during the night, by dint of skilful evolu- 
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tions and repeated skirmishes, through woods and 
valleys, rocks and mountain crests, succeeded in 
guiding about two-thirds in safety to Bojano. 

At two P.M. NuUo reviewed his shrunken bat- 
talions : two hundred were missing at the roll-call, 
and six of the fourteen officers detached from the 
Dictator's Staff. 

Eetuming sorrowfully to Caserta, the major said 
to me, " There can be no doubt that the cafones of 
the Matese are Samnites pur sang,'" 
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*' Why are you all sitting so far ofif ? " said the 
Dictator to Nullo, Caldesi^ and myself^ seated at the 
bottom of the dinner-table at Caserta the day after 
our return from the unsuccessful expedition to Isemia. 
Disgusted with the fulsome importunity of ceii;ain 
oflScers in scrambling for the places near him, we 
invariably chose the farthest ; but now, at his invi- 
tation, we moved up. ' " Come, I want to hear all 
about Isemia," he continued. And knowing him to 
be impatient of long speeches, I told the story in the 
fewest possible words, Caldesi helping me out by his 
original way of showing up the comic parts of the 
tragedy. The General had, as a matter of course, 
received a regular report from Nullo, the chief of the 
expedition ; but he chose to take that opportunity of 
showing that he was satisfied with our conduct, 
vanquished though we were. 
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*^It was thus the Roman Senate went to meet 
Varronne defeated at CannsB, and congratulate him 
on not despairing of the repubUc,*' I said. 

*' An analogous fact," whispered Caldesi. 

*^ Your ill-fortune," observed Marquis T., " has 
been atoned for by the victor of Macerone, whom 
our General, in the late proclamation, bid us welcome 
as a brother." 

"Let us hope that he won't turn out to be Abel's 
brother," I rejoined, 

" There's your unfailing spice of republican 
spite." 

" That's as it may be ; but you can't deny that 
this way of entering your house without knocking at 
the door, coupled with the manifesto of the King of 
Piedmont to the people of the Two Sicilies, is an 
insult to the Dictator and to the populations freed 
by him. The King admits that he has neither been 
summoned by the one nor the other, but simply by 
a few municipalities and aristocrats to restore order.'* 

**Farini wrote the manifesto," said Garibaldi, 
rising to put an end to the discussion, which was 
growing warm ; ^' and the King, in good faith, must 
have signed without reading it." 



l'addio. 267 

On the following naoming an aide-de-camp in- 
formed Garibaldi that Bixio's division awaited him in 
the palace court-yard. He descended, and we followed to 
listen to the report of the doings of that valorous divi- 
sion in the decisive battle of the 1st October. Drawn up 
in battalions, they covered half of the immense cortile ; 
Garibaldi and Bixio, with their respective staflfs, form- 
ing a fine group in the front. I was ordered to read 
the report, but my voice could not be heard beyond 
the second battalion : so the stentorian lungs of 
a brother oflScer were called in requisition. At first 
we listened with little interest to the usual accounts 
of special deeds of valour commented on and praised ; 
but when the page was turned, and we heard the 
names of five oflScers branded as cowards, we were 
seized with painful stupor. But three of the five 
were present, and these were ordered to the fi:ont. It 
seemed to me that the physical action of the thousand 
eyes bent on them must petrify and root them to the 
spot; and as they came up, all in the prime of youth, 
my knees trembled and my heart beat with such 
violence that I was forced to lean upon my sword. 
Knowledge of the weakness of human nature, the 
belief that a sudden panic may assail even a brave 
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man, the solemnity of the punishment, the inflexible 
severity of Garibaldi's face and bearing, filled me with 
anguish and pity. Better to die a thousand deaths 
than live to hear Garibaldi's lips pronounce the words. 
You are a coward. Yet the punishment was as 
necessary as it was terrible. Absolute silence reigned 
for a few seconds as the three culprits stood before 
him and the awestruck battalions. Then turning 
from them with a lightning flash of scorn, he said to 
the marquis, " Take away their swords," and to Nullo, 
" Strip them of the emblems of their rank." Trecchi 
disarmed them, while Nullo flung the torn silver bands 
to the ground. And the trio stood motionless, while 
Garibaldi, inspired by the situation, harangued the 
entire division with antique eloquence. Then turning 
to tte three petrifactions, his hand uplifted as though 
invoking curses on their heads, he said, " For you, 
nothing is left but to beg for a musket, and get killed 
in the foremost ranks." On the morrow their names, 
dishonoured for ever, were published in the oflScial 
gazette. 

The sensations left by that painful scene lasted for 
days — prolonged as they were by a repetition, with 
less imposing forms, in the Dictator's apartment. 
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whence he expelled several oflScers who had fled from 
Caserta at the sudden irruption of the Bourbon 
column which we had separated from the main body 
in Caserta Vecchia, on the 2nd October. 

On the evening of the 25th, Colonel P. said to 
me : — " At dawn we cross the Voltumo. You will 
hold yourself at my disposition." 

" Detached from Garibaldi ? " 

" Detached from Garibaldi, Captain M.," he re- 
peated, with evident gusto, knowing how unpalatable 
were his words. 

The night was pitch-dark, and it was with the 
utmost difficulty that, scrambling through the vine- 
yards where the Milan and Eber's brigades bivouacked, 
I succeeded in grouping them according to P.'s 
instructions, and guided the former up to the column 
commanded by Pietro Balzani. He then bid me 
return, and guide Eber to the opposite bank of the 
Voltumo. 

"You had better keep to the road," I said, at 
parting ; " the dykes are deep and treacherous." 

'^ I know the ground," he answered, and kept his 
path along the fields. 

I returned to Eber, and with ordered arms we 



270 THE BED SHIRT. 

waited till dawn for the passage of Bixio's diTision, 
which was to cross before us. Worn out with fatigue 
I fell asleep in the saddle, and would have given 
a Peru for six feet of earth on which to lie. I 
dozed, nodded, and woke with a start, only to nod 
and doze off again ; and finally, not awakening in 
time, found myself rolling in the dust. During that 
campaign I had, like most of my comrades, been 
scorched by the Calabrian sun during the day, frozen 
by night on the summit of the Apennines, famished, 
athirst, and exhausted by marches ; but I came to the 
conclusion that of all physical privations want of sleep 
is the most intolerable. The salutary Ml wakened 
me thoroughly, and I was shaking off the dust when 
my wife appeared on the road, accompanying a litter. 

" A patient already ? '' I asked. 

"Yes; Colonel P." 

" Colonel P. ! " I cried ; " why, what has hap- 
pened ? " And hastening to the litter I had great 
difficulty in recognizing in the inanimate mass, the 
torn and swollen face, the form and features of the 
unfortunate head of the Staff, and I felt smitten with 
remorse at having tormented him so often. 

** He was crossing the fields," answered my wife. 
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*'and fell into a deep ditch hidden by brambles. 
There seems little hope of saving him. We are 
sending him back to l^e hospital of Santa Mada. 
I suppose the Dictator expects a battle ; he has given 
such unusually precise orders for the general ambu- 
lance to cross the Voltumo.*' 

^'A bad omen," thought I, "for the so-long- 
desired passage of the river. Let us hope that the 
Garibaldian army will not fall into the bramble-hidden 
pit dug for it by the pioneers of the Sardinian King. 

On either side of the Voltumo the country is 
farrowed by dyke-like roads, which wind like arteries 
through the plain, and centering in Capua, had greatly 
facilitated the enemy's movements. It was precisely 
by one of these arteries tiiat a band of royalists, 
escaping tte notice of Medici's division, gained the 
summit of Mount St. Angelo on the 1st October, and 
made a formidable attack on Garibaldi's rear while 
he was engaged with another column in firont. Any 
other captain would have been taken prisoner, and 
the bare possiHlity paled the cheeks of his soldiers ; 
but their fears were soon calmed by the General 
himself, who, turning on them his reassuring smile, 
paid quietly, *^ Those men are our prisoners." By a 
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flank movement, assisted by the preconcerted arrival 
of one of Sacchi's brigades from San Leucio, he com- 
pelled the TSL^h band to recede farther and farther 
from their own lines, and on the morrow to lay down 
their arms. 

When it came to our turn to take our place in the 
general march, I, in my quality of guide and staflf 
officer, rode at the left of Brigadier Eber, and the 
first question ht'put to me was — 

" Where is the bridge ? " 

" The bridge ! " thought I to myself; " yes, there 
must 'be a bridge — but where ? " The rear of Bixio's 
division was already out of sight, for the road which 
we were ascending, winding round the base of St. 
Angelo, shut out the view of the tract of country 
lying below, and no one had ever told me that there 
was a bridge — much less where. Either I must con- 
fess my ignorance, and submit to become ridiculous 
in my double quality of staflf captain and guide, or I 
must make a guess. And if, after all, there were no 
bridge ? I must pass for an ignoramus, or a liar. 
Neither one nor the other, suggested my master. 
Lord Bacon. Induction will help me out of this 
mess. The river is crossed : therefore a bridge there 
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must be. On yonder bank there is no sign of the 
enemy; on this side, as far as eye can reach, no 
trace of our army: therefore the bridge must be 
situate precisely where the mountain hides the banks. 
These reflections made in the twinkling of an eye, 
I replied, pointing downwards — 

" The bridge is there ! " 

After this Baconic affirmation, I felt more dead 
than alive; but in less than ten minutes the road 
descending brought us in sight of the bridge — at 
which I, like the wise men when they saw the star, 
rejoiced with exceeding great joy. The bridge — 
planned by Colonel B., a Frenchman — had been 
built by the soldiers of the British legion, over boats 
of unequal height, so that it presented an irregular 
surface : while the ill-joined planks shook under the 
horses' hoofs and the men's feet. Only a yard wide, 
we were forced to cross it in single file, and it seemed 
as if each wave would carry it away entirely, so 
piteously did it shake and creak . Two boats quietly 
floated from under it, and presently the end planks 
gave way — so that B.'s engineering skill was in 
constant requisition throughout the day ; while the 
long, lank structure itself provoked the mirth of the 

18 
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whole army. As we reached the opposite bank, my 
mission completed, I spurred on my horse to rejoin 
the General, who was some miles ahead of us. The 
enemy, garrisoning Capua* with 10,000 men, had 
retreated on the Garigliano. A general belief pre- 
vailed that in the intervening plain the final battle 
was to be given by the Northern and Southern armies 
united, that Garibaldi and the King were to meet on 
the field, and that the former was to present the 
latter with the crown of the Two Sicilies. Such was 
the poetic programme of the day ; but in general our 
soldiers, eager to measure their strength with that of 
the regular army, cared little for the dramatic meeting 
of the two personages. 

We were proceeding slowly along the narrow em- 
bankment, crowded with troops who were wild with 
joy from having at length set foot on the so-long- 
contested shore, when we were told that General 
Bixio, thrown from his horse, had broken his leg; 
and as we reached a point where three roads met, 
we found him seated on the ground, his head ban- 
daged, his face swollen and bloody, while a surgeon 
was setting his broken leg. Game to the backbone, 
he was assisting the doctor with the most perfect 
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sang-froid — his only lament being that the accident 
would prevent his fighting — and cautioning the by- 
standers to conceal his state from his wife. It 
appeared that, Gkuibaldi having ordered the arrest 
of a priest suspected as a spy, Bixio, unmindful of 
his rank, dashed after the fugitive ; and turning from 
the embankment into a narrow paved path, his horse, 
impetuous as its rider, had slipped, and falling on its 
flank, Bixio keeping in the saddle, had dashed his 
head against the wall and broken his leg in the 
stirrup. This disaster was the priest's salvation ; it 
was the second accident of the day : later, a Genoese 
sharpshooter killed his comrade accidentally, and two 
of the English legion were seriously wounded by the 
accidental discharge of a gun. 

" A day of ill omen even for the unprejudiced," said 
I to Caldesi, who rode by my side. " * If the fowls 
won't eat, they may drink,* was Appio Pulcro's reply, 
causing the abstemious birds to be thrown into the 
sea ; and despite the predictions of the augur, he gave 
battle to the Carthaginians, and was defeated. You 
laugh, mio caro'* (Caldesi was already on the broad 
grin at the " analogous fact "), " but both Livy and 
Machiavelli blame the Boman consul ; and if we don't 

18—3 
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give heed to the evil prognostications of to-day, and 
return to our encampment on the other side of the 
Voltumo — if we insist on the fowls drinking since 
they won't eat— we shall lose the battle with the 
Sardinian king.'* 

*' With the Bourbon, you mean." 

" No, no ! With the Sardinian king, who comes 
to combat us." 

" With carnal weapons ? " 

" With political weapons first, and with carnal 
ones if these fail. We are now about to sign our 
act of abdication, and it is too soon for Italian 
liberty, and will prove a serious obstacle to the 
triumph of Italian democracy." 

We were skirting one of the chains of mountains, 
with the river to our left, while to our right stretched 
the plain, commanded by Capua, designated as the 
theatre of the final battle. The Dictator ordered me 
to ascend to the summit of the mountain, to ascer- 
tain whether any traces of the enemy were visible in 
the surrounding valleys. Many such precautions did 
he take during the day. Cautious as ever, he did 
not seem inspired with his usual daring. It was not 
our Garibaldi of Palermo and the Voltumo, but 
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Garibaldi the King's lieutenant; he was executing, 
not creating — shading a sketch that was not his 
own. 

Accompanied by a Hungarian captain and four of 
his soldiers, we rode along the mountain summits, 
from crest to crest, parallel with the march of our army, 
but could descry neither friend nor foe ; no traces of 
human habitation gladdened us even in the valleys. 
It was past noon, and we had not broken our fast ; 
the long ride, the rarefied air sharpened our appetites. 
As yet the Hungarians and I, ignorant of each other's 
language, had not exchanged a syllable —when sud- 
denly, at the sight of a monastery at the bend of a 
hill, I broke the tedious silence, exclaiming, "Elien 
Lajos Kossuth ! " and at the sound of their native 
tongue and the name of Kossuth, my mute and 
famished companions gratefully echoed, '* Elien." 
I must confess that an ewiva to Kossuth did not 
form part of my programme, but these were the only 
words I knew of Hungarian. Then, remembering 
that the Magyar captain, in his quality of gentleman, 
was sure to know Latin, I pointed to the monastery, 
and said, in Macaronic phrase : *'Monaci illi censeo 
dabunt nobis panem, caseum vinumque " — and he 
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— BonumI fames nostra est magna" I consoled 
myself that in point of Latinity the Magyar and 
myself were on a par. We found ten monks at 
dinner; they welcomed us cordially, and made us 
take their places ; helped us to smoking hoiled beef^ 
chestnuts and wine^ and ordered a generous feed of 
corn for our horses. When the first cravings of 
hunger were appeased, and the wine had warmed 
our cheeks and ears, we began to talk at random on 
theology, monks, and nuns ; the jolly friars did not 
seem at all scandalized at my heterodox opinions, but 
joined in the jokes, and laughed at the allusions to 
their equivocal life. 

" I feel sorry for you," I said to the prior, " but 
your ripaille will soon come to an end." 

" Indeed ! " exclaimed a young monk, his eyes 
sparkling with joy ; but the prior cut him short by 
sending him to his cell; then turning uneasily to 
me, he asked— "Has the Dictator issued any decree 
concerning us ? No ? Well, then, we have nothing 
to fear, for what Garibaldi, who abhors priests and 
friars, has not done, will certainly not be effected by 
the scion of the pious house of Savoy, who is about 
'to take possession of the realm." 
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To the evident truth spoken by the prior there 
was no reply, and taking leave of each other at the 
convent gates, we parted good friends. 

The rest of the day was spent in assiduous pere- 
grinations with the General to study the ground, 
reconnoitre the enemy's movements, and guess at his 
intentions. From the lateral path winding round the 
hills we pushed our explorations along the military 
road that leads from Capua to Gaeta, up to the ram- 
parts of the former city. 

In the evening we pitched our tent round a straw- 
rick. Our horses were worn out, and not a drop of 
water could we find, Up rose the General, saying, 
" We must go in search ; " and following his 
example, we each led our horse by the bridle, and 
staggering through the darkness, over uneven roads, 
sought vainly for the coveted stream. After going 
backwards and forwards for some time, I said to 
Nullo, "I see plainly that without Moses' rod our 
horses will pass the night athirst." 

" Moses is there," he answered, pointing to 
Garibaldi, " and he will find the rod." 

A little farther on, at the foot of a steep ravine, 
we found a muddy pool, and here the poor beasts 
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slaked their thirst. Ketuming to the straw-rick, I 
shook down the best bed I could under the circum- 
stances, and had just lain down, when my wife 
arrived, thoroughly exhausted with the sixteen miles 
on foot, which, after recrossing the Voltumo with 
the wounded Bixio, she had made to join us ; so my 
shakedown was transformed into a nuptial couch. 
Garibaldi, stretched at full length near us, was ques- 
tioning the quartermaster-general about the supplies, 
concerning which he did not seem best pleased. 

"And the British legion,'* he asked, "are they 
provided ? " 

" I sent my best purveyor to Colonel Peard," 
replied A., "but he dismissed him, saying that he 
preferred retaining his independence." 

" Then let them live on their independence." 

"Peard's legionaries live by the chase ; they have 
already killed more than a hundred pigs." 

" Wild boars, you mean ? " 

"No, Generale; I mean pigs taken from the 
peasants, who clamour in their own noisy fashion for 
payment." 

*' And paid they must be," were the last words I 
heard as I fell asleep. But war is not peace, and in 
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less than an hour the General's voice, calling me by 
name, with the aid of my wife's elbow, made me 
start to my feet, and by sheer force of habit reply, 
" I am at your service. General ! " 

" Saddle your horse, and go in search of the 
Milan brigade, which is missing, and station it on 
our left." 

Envying my sleeping comrades, I mounted, and 
the intense cold soon bringing me to my senses, I 
began to think where the missing brigade could 
be, and when found, where I was to station it ? A 
staff officer ought certainly to know which was the 
left of head-quarters, but I did not ; nor do I think 
any of my fellow -officers were wiser, since the 
General's habit of keeping his own counsel reduced 
his staff to mere orderlies. Substituting hypothesis 
for knowledge, and remembering that the military 
road from Capua to Ga^ta had been the objective 
point of our manoeuvres during the day, it seemed 
rational to suppose that we were encamped parallel 
to it and to the mountain line, and presuming our 
head-quarters to be in the centre, the left must of 
necessity be in the direction of the town of Pi- 
gnattari, towards the Voltumo. Having thus con- 
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strncted the order of battle in my head^ as best I 
could, I galloped on, now across fields, now along 
the road, trusting more to my horse's discernment 
than to my own, so pitch-dark was the night. Not 
that I regretted the obscurity, for I thought it just 
as likely that I should fall in with a Bourbon patrol 
as with our own men. And when at length the 
clattering of horses' hoofs became audible, I stood 
still, and awaited the new comers with revolver at 
full cock, greeting them as they approached with a 
Chi va Id ? They gave the password, and I rode up 
to them. It was the Milan brigade, and guiding 
them to the appointed spot, I went to inform the 
General. Fortunately, I had stumbled on the 
veritable left, and, perhaps by way of recompense, 
he gave me a piece of roast lamb ; but sleep was more 
imperious than hunger, so putting the lamb in my 
pocket, I sank down at oncd on my bed. 

"Alas! my slumbers were again disturbed by 
loud voices and the rustling of straw close to my 
head. * 

" That's one of my delectable countrymen," said 
my wife ; " a certain L. J., come here to collect 
materials for a lecture. He has been clamouring 
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for a ladder; what he can want it for he only 
knows." 

In the morning our curiosity was satisfied. John 
Bull, unable to find ease on a shakedown good 
enough for the Dictator and his Staff, had climbed 
up to the flat top of the straw-rick, and pulled the 
ladder up after him, lest any one else should be 
tempted to share his couch. 

At dawn I was ordered to move the Genoese 
sharpshooters to the van, and see them in march 
along the road to Teano. Arrived at a spot where 
a branch road leads off to the right, I let the troops 
proceed, and halting with Nullo in an old tumble- 
down house, we fraternally shared the roast lamb 
which had greased my pockets. Soon a company of 
Piedmontese lancers came up, and then we knew that 
the King was approaching. Nullo had visited him 
during the night, the bearer of a despatch from 
the General ; his Majesty, descending from his bed, 
received him in dressing-gown, slippers, and nightcap. 

Crossing the fields, where the foundations of a 

railroad had been dug, we halted at a hut where three 

roads met, to await Garibaldi. Coming from Venafro, 

' the Northern army defiled towards Teano^ and the 
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band of each regiment, detaching itself from the 
front, took up a flank position, to enliven their 
passage with the usual martial music, and then file 
in at the rear. The point of intersection of the two 
roads was sufficiently ample ; a rustic cottage and a 
few poplars ornamented it. Ploughed fields, trees 
at rare intervals, and faded autumn vines, studded 
the tedious plains. Garibaldi did not tarry long, 
and dismounting, he stood gazing with evident 
satisfaction on the troops. The royal General 
Delia Eocca advanced courteously. A few officers 
greeted him with beaming faces; but the greater 
part passed on with the prescribed salute, uncon- 
scious of, or indifferent to the presence of the 
Liberator of the Two Sicilies. Indeed an impartial 
observer of the respective physiognomies would have 
taken them for the liberators and him for the 
liberated. Presently the drums beat, and the 
musicians struck up the royal march. 

"It is the King," said General Delia Rocca. 
" The King ! the King ! " burst from every lip. A 
group of carabineers on horse, forming the body- 
guard, armed with swords, handcuffs, and thumb- 
screws, announced the presence of the Sardinian 
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monarch. The King, in general's uniform, rode a 
piebald Arab, and behind him came a long train of 
generals, chamberlains, and orderlies : Fanti the 
Minister of War, and Farini, viceroy of Naples in 
pectore, who was wrapped in and embarrassed by 
a large military tunic. All were alike adverse to 
Garibaldi — to this plebeian donor of a realm. The 
Dictator's appearance was singular that morning. 
Uifder his little pork-pie hat he had tied his foulard, 
to protect his ears fijom the morning dew — so that 
when he lifted his hat to the King the handkerchief 
remained knotted under his chin. The King held 
out his hand, saying, — " Ah ! addio, caro Garibaldi; 
come state ? " 

"Bene, Maesta; eLei?" 

"Benone!" 

Eaising his voice, and turning to the crowd, the 
Dictator cried, " Hail to the Eng of Italy ! " and 
all responded, " Viva il R^ ! " 

Moving on one side to allow the troops to pass, 
the King and the Dictator chatted together for a few 
minutes. I happened to be close to them, and I 
confess that I was curious to hear for the first time 
in my life a king's discourse — to judge for myself 
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whether lofty sentiments would correspond with the 
grandeur of the situation. Campanian soil — Capua 
at hand — shades of Hannibal and Eoman consuls — 
the meeting of the armies of Castelfidardo and 
Maddaloni — the eve of battle — ^presence of the con- 
quering prince and of the man of the people, donor of 
a realm — contact of the red shirt and royal purple — 
transformation of a petty king into the IKing of Italy 
— all combined to render the situation truly epic. 

The King talked of the fii^e weather and of the 
bad roads, interrupting the conversation to administer 
gruff reproofs and manual checks to his fiery and 
restless steed ; then they rode on, Garibaldi at the 
King's left, and a few paces behind, the Sardinian 
and Garibaldian staff pell-mell ; but soon each 
returned to his own centre — in one line the modest 
redshirts, in the other the splendid miiforms shining 
with gold, silver, crosses, medals, and the gran 
cordons. But in the midst of a pervading sensation 
of the vanity of human grandeur, arose the consoling 
thought of the sumptuous breakfast which the royal 
cooks had gone to prepare at Teano. 

Meanwhile the clash of arms, the shining plumes 
and helmets, had attracted all the peasants of the 
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environs, who hailed Garibaldi with their usual 
enthusiasm. He was at his wits' end to direct 
their attention from himself to the King, and keep- 
ing his horse a few paces behind, he cried, with an 
imperious gesture, " This is Vittorio Emmanuele, the 
King, your King, the King of Italy. Viva il K^ ! ** 
The peasants stared and listened: then, not under- 
standing the tenor of his speech, again shouted, 
^ " Viva Galibardo ! " The poor General was on the 
rack, and knowing how dear to princes is applause, 
and how much his popularity irritated the King, 
would have given a second kingdom to wring from 
the lips of those unsophisticated boors an ewiva to 
the King of Italy, who ended the question by spurring 
his horse into a gallop. We of course galloped after 
him ; and even Farini, grasping his saddle, careless 
of reins or stirrups, galloped too, his trowsers work- 
ing gradually upwards until his knees were left bare. 
Fortunately for him, the King reined in his horse as 
soon as the boors were passed, and the future viceroy 
had time to adjust his trowsers, smooth down his 
tunic, set his hat straight, and wipe the perspiration 
from his brow. 

Arrived at the bridge which crosses the little 
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stream near Teano^ I saw Garibaldi lift his hat to 
the King, and take the road leading across coimtry, 
while his Majesty crossed the bridge. Thus they 
parted at right angles, the royalists following the 
King, we Garibaldi. He dismounted at a Httle village, 
and led his horse into an outhouse on the road. 
Missori, Nullo, Zasio, and myself posted our horses 
on an adjacent mound, and looked at each other in 
blank amazement. Entering the outhouse, I found the 
General standing by a barrel, on which his orderly 
had laid the breakfast, i.e. a piece of bread and cheese 
and a glass of water, which, as soon as he had drunk, 
he spat out, saying, " There must be a dead animal 
at the bottom of the well." Slowly and silently 
we retraced our steps to Calvi, near the Voltumo. 
Garibaldi's countenance was full of melancholy 
sweetness ; never did I feel drawn to him with such 
tenderness. 

Halting at Calvi, he arranged his 10,000 men 
with perspicacious study : one wing towards Casciano 
— the other towards Sparanisi ; the front converging 
to the road which leads through St. Agata to the 
bridge of Garigliano : and spent the remainder of the 
day in minute personal explorations. 
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In the evening he fixed his head-qnarters in a 
little church near the town of Calvi— we sorroanding 
him^ sitting or lying on the straw. Presently a depu- 
tation of Sicilians arrived, and enlivened the mute 
scene with their sineddoches .and metaphors. The 
orations of these noisy islanders sent me to sleep, 
and when they took their departure the silence 
woke me ; and just at that moment the General was 
informed that a squadron of the enemy's cavalry was 
advancing fall gallop towards the church. 

" To horse, M.,*' he cried, " and drive them 
back." 

Proud of the honour conferred, hoping to renew 
the deeds of Horatius Codes, I mounted in a trice ; 
but several of my comrades who heard the order, and 
who probably belonged to that historical school who 
consider the Cocles and Curtius fictions belonging to 
the poetic age of Home, thought it better to accom- 
pany me. First two, then three, till I found myself 
at the head of that little band of daring ones whom 
Garibaldi calls " my brave companions,'* while at our 
heels followed officers and soldiers of the line, so that, 
instead of the one chosen, we set out fifty strong. 

19 
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Leaving the sentinels of our outposts behind ns, we 
rode on, hoping for some daring enterprise as th& 
sound of horses' hoofs approached. The infantiy 
q[)read over the fields, while we, keeping to the road, 
advanced, prepared to charge vnth swords and revol-' 
vers. On we dash, crying — " Halt ! halt ! lay down 
yonr arms ! " and the wagoners, terrified but obe- 
dient, laid down their whips and stopped a cart laden 
with bricks and drawn by four horses ! We gase and 
gaze, but we can make nothing of them but bricks* 
Gaily we started, glum we returned. 

On the morrow, a little after dawn, we heard the 
cannon on the GarigUano. My wife came in to ask 
for orders for the ambulance. '* Signora," said 
Garibaldi, in accents somewhat stem and emphatic, 
" my wounded are on the other side of the Voltumo." 
We stood mute and expectant, wondering to whom 
this reply alluded ; and as his face gradually put on a 
milder and more resigned expression of sorrow, he 
added, sadly, calling her by name, " J., ci hanno 
WM90 alia coda/*' — ("They have sent us to the 
rear.'') Then I understood what it was that had 
disturbed the angelic serenity of the morning, which 
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I had felt ooald not have resnlted &om the prince's 
innrbanity. 

Later, the King rode past onr lines up to the 
Yoltumo. Colonel Dezza, the head of Bizio's staff, 
did the honours of the camp. While the star of 
Marsala set sadly behind the plains of Campania, 
the Garibaldian generals and many Garibaldian officers 
vied with each other in paying homage to the rising 
sun, affording a by no means edifying chapter to a 
student of ethics. 

At two A.M., on the 7th November, three hired 
carriages drew up before the gate of the Hotel della 
Brettagna in Naples. At a quarter past two the doors 
of the foremost opened, and Garibaldi, Menotti, and 
Basso drove off; Trecchi, Missori, Nullo, Canzio, 
Zasio, and myself followed in the other two. At the 
ferry of Santa Lucia we entered a boat, and soon 
descried from the port the vaporous form of the Siren, 
oblivious and asleep in the arms of her new lover. 
Yet only two months had elapsed since the night of 
the 7th September — ^that night of the wild welcome 
to the Liberator ! 

Now, crowned with glory, he withdrew from the 
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cold breath of oblivion^ escorted by a few fjaithfdl 
friends, who loyed him best when fortune loved him 
least. On the deck of the Washington he bade adieu 
to Naples, and to ns, adding, ^' We shall meet again 
on the path to Bome ! " 



THE END. 
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